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Her world was 
shattered when 
She discovered 
she was... 


TLL MARRY YOU DIFFERENT! 





\ learned the hard way 
sun the man who's only 
‘vad all he can get 














MEN: 


This Suit Yours 
Without 1¢ Cost! 
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You can make more money, up to $40.00 in a day, in full or spare time—and get a fine 
new suit for yourself without 1c cost! Where can you get such an opportunity? Right 
here! Just mail the coupon below. You’ll get our suit plan and big money-making 
»utfit—FREE. It contains scores of fine quality fabrics, sensational values in 
made-to-measure suits,topcoats and sport coats. Take orders from friends, neighbors 
and fellow-workers. It’s easy. They all want better-fitting, better-looking clothes. 
l'o insure this, clothes must be made-to-measure. And you offer fine quality clothing 
made to personal measure from beautiful fabrics—at unusually low prices. No won- 
der you take orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in advance on every 
order, and build up a fine permanent income for yourself in spare 
or full time. Even if you know nothing about the clothing business, 
you can earn good money as soon as you receive big FREE Sample 
Case. Everything is simply ex- 
plained, including how easy it 
is to take measures. You’ll won- 
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~ YOUR OWN 
SUITS WITHOUT 1° COST! 


Our plan makes it easy for you to get 
your own personal suits, topcoats and 
sport coats without paying 1 cent—plus 
your big cash earnings. You pay noth- 
ing for samples, for supplies, and not a 
cent for your own suit. Don’t send a 
penny. Just send us the coupon. 
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PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. §.364 
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 


Dear Sir: I WANT MONEY AND I WANT ASUIT TO 
WEAR AND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush de- 
tails, Valuable Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with 















der why you never got into this . 
big-profit business before. Do I 4 TRY actual fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 
it now. Rush coupon today! 
? Name........... Age —.. 
PROGRESS THIS COUPON - 
TAILORING CO. TODA y tf Address................ 
’ 
500 S. Throop St., Dept. $-364 es ee a ‘ 
Chicago 7, Ill. 

















Le ee eS) 





OF HOLLYWOOD 








FASHION CATALOG 
WITH YOUR ORDER 
OR SEND 25 FOR 
CURRENT ISSUE... 
50c FOR 18-MONTH 
SUBSCRIPTION. 


CINCHER 





o = 7008 DRAMA 

A sarong draped, fitted “cea 
with 308 sophisticated appea 

the new, one shovider a 
bared eek i in exciting polka dot 


Sizes 8 to 18. 


#4076 TRIPLE PLAY 

just as bare as you dare 
in Dikini bra and panties — or 
cover up with a oe of 
feminine sheer. Ruching adds 
that uitra-feminine flair Nylon 
Biack, Lilac, Flame Red, Sea- 
foam Green. Sizes 32 to 38 


| #2470 ALASKAN BELLE 
Take a tip from the gals of 
the Yukon—slip on a sheath 
trimmed with flirtatious rabbit 
fur. There's nothing smarter to 
flatter your legs! Rayon 

acetate satin. White, Biack, 
Red, Emeraid ali with White 
fur. Sizes 8 to 20 $24.99 


Bye TEATIME 

Look your best when you en- 
tertain at home! Oriental wo- 
men have known the charm of 
the slim, slit skirt... reveal- 


—— Sd 


and back. 
— Sizes 10 to 18. 
"sie: 


#2552 ENCHANTRESS 
Suit your fancy in this charm 
mg ensembie. Slinky skirt 
mates with fashionable short 
jacket of dramatic cotton lace 
over acetate taffeta. Satin 
cummerbund hightights waist 
white. Candlelight 

Black Sizes 8 to 16 


a #2347 MAGIC 

Your waist w: to nothing 
in this slimifying, swishy 
pe a sheath. 


quoise. Sizes 8 to Se $12.99 
oa278 wena 


inen-look. Aqua, Blac 1 
yy Sizes 8 to i sa08 


| #2778 LA SHEER 
Bare your shoulders see the 
barely ‘safe effect' Fit snug 
gles your curves styling has 
expensive detail! ike a ten 
inch hem! Orip dry cotton 
Light Bive. Coral. Turquoise 
Black and Gold. Sizes 8 to 16 
$8.99 

cK OUT 
, fresh ootee shirtdress 
hem with 
enerous shite lace insets. 
checked Pink, Bive or 

Black. Sizes 10 to 20. s.38 


| #3277 TWO TIMER 


iP #3218 WIP ENHANCER 

No need for ‘‘too-slim-hips” in 
this hidden foam rubber padded 
a oo girdie. Rounds 
you heips mask too-heavy 
thighs. “Black, White. Sizes 
22-30 inch waist $6.99 


a #3367 THE LIVING END 
Frederick's revolutionizes the 
girdie with this sensational 
idea! B-A-R-E T-H-E-R-E! . 

gives fiattest of tummes and 
yet pushes up the ‘‘living end” 
for that feminine natural look! 
Grand for sportswear and 
sheaths. White. Sizes 23 to 30 
inch waist $9.99 


. 
#3069 FOUR INCHER' 

That's right! This 812” rayon 
satin waist cincher will shave 


ing, lace-up front. Attachments 
for garters. White. Sizes 24” 
to 32” waist. A steal at this 
tow price $3.50 


#$010 VENUS 

Bring out the best on you! This 
padded pretty with dainty, em- 
broidered cups guarantees you 


32-36 A; 32-38 B; 32-40 C 
2 for $5.95 


DEPT. NO. 3882 
1430 N. CAHUENGA 
HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 


Please send the following styles: (ORDER BY = NUMBER) 





STYLE NO. | QUANTITY size 


Ist COLOR | 2nd COLOR 












































[] | ENCLOSE PAYMENT (Add 40c Postage) 
([] SEND C.0.0. (I enclose $1. deposit on each item) 





ADDRESS 





ary ZONE 


STATE 


EVERY PENNY REFUNDED iF NOT 100% SATISFIED / 


* HOLLYWOOD MAIL ORDER 
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You'll be thrilled with Black and 
White Bleaching Cream! Start 
using it as directed and see your 
dull, dark skin take on a new light- 
er, brighter, softer, smoother look! 

Its bleaching action works effec- 
tively inside your skin. Modern 
science knows no faster way of 
lightening skin. 


BLACK = a5 WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 











Brown Products. Fast , BeautyCreams, 

Hair Dressing, Perfumes, Sachet Powders and Incense: No 
« rience needed. La Tn 

00 in a da: WIT N OW for BIG MO KING 
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Get yourset FIRED tr LIFE 


-oowith the ONE shoe line 
that serves Everyone... 
from Baby to Pop & Mom 


Success opportunity! Sell America’s 
biggest and most comfortable line of 
shoes for all the family. It’s no trick 
at all tomake big money full or spare 
time with over 220 popular patterns 
to show eager buyers. Big money 
daily plus cash bonus. No experience 
necessary. I show you how. Send to- 
day for free ‘‘Portable Shoe Store.” -——— 


ORTHO-VENT SHOE CO.|™: 


56128 Brand Road, Salem, Virginia 
4 
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Cover Photo of Pearl Robinson 
By Howard Morehead 


Tan’s February cover girl is 17- 
year-old Pearl Robinson, a fresh- 
man at UCLA, who lives in Comp- 
ton, Calif., and hopes one day to 
become a child psychologist. 
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EDITOR 


Love Story 

I have always enjoyed reading your stories 
featured monthly. The one about Sandra and 
Burleigh Lester is a very brave and courageous 


e. 
I really believe more stories such as this 
one will help stamp out prejudice in our na- 
tion. Since we live in a follow-the-leader gen- 
eration, I feel there will be others such as 
Sandra and Burleigh to write about. I'd like 
to see TaN Magazine print them! 
C. Claudia Bailey 
Columbus, Ohio 

My mother and I have enjoyed reading TAN 
for the last 344 years, and this is our first time 
writing to express our feelings. 

We have never found such trash as we 
found in the October issue, your story, “The 
Love Story That Rocked The South.” We never 
thought that Tan publishers would allow such. 
As in the past many letters have been written 
against articles like this one. We know a lot 
more who feel the same way. 

Hallie and Juanita Carter 
‘Philadelphia, Pa. 

Thank you for publishing the love story of 
Sandra and Burleigh (“The Love Story That 
Rocked The South”) in your October issue of 
TAN. 

These people do not need to pray to God 
for heaven. He has given it to them here on 
earth, and I believe he intended all men and 
women to be thus blessed. If it were not for 
racial bigotry there would be more Sandras 
and Burleighs. I am a so-called white man 69 
years young, and should know whereof I speak. 

Thank you for your fine publication and 
good luck. 

Charles E. VanHorn 
Macedonia, III. 

I’m writting this letter in regard to the 
story that appeared in the October issue of 
Tan, “The Love Story That Rocked The 
South.” 

I have heard a few people call this cheap 
publicity. I, along with many other Americans, 
disagree with this. The only thing cheap about 
the entire situation is the idea of these young 
people having to find peace and happiness so 
far from their homes and families. 

I have much respect for the young man 
who found his love for the young lady reason 
enough to break the race barrier and take her 
hand in marriage. These are the kind of young 
people who are going to some day aid in help- 
ing the race situation in the South because 
of the courage and strength found in them. 

I want to wish Burleigh and Sandra the best 
of luck and happiness. And in closing, I would 
like to say that those who called the story 
cheap publicity: didn’t really mean it at all. 
But they simply lacked the words to express 

warmth and joy the story sent into many 

hearts of Americans. I only wish TAN could 
print more stories like that one. 

Mrs. Peter J. Sturdivant 

Chicago, Il. 








Your family needs Scotts Emulsion 
..the cod liver oil tonic 


«helps them make a faster recovery from colds 
* builds them up against catching new ones 


Remember way back, when you and most everyone took cod liver oil? Mother 
was sure it was one of the best ways to build you up and nti off colds. How 
right she was! Now, your whole family can get 

these same cod liver oil benefits, without 





New Scott’s Emulsion is rich in cod 
liver oil, one of the finest sources of the 
natural A and D vitamins needed to help 
them make a faster recovery from colds 

. and to help build them up against 
catching new ones. And Scott’s Emulsion 
is homogenized so its full benefits start to 
work right away. 


the old taste. Take new Scott’s Emulsion iw 


to winterize your body against colds. 
Tonic Food 


Suppleny “a 









So if colds seem to drag you and your 
family down all winter, start today to take 
Scott’s Emulsion, the cod liver oil tonic. 


Scott's Emulsion 
. .. specially made to winterize your body against cls! 


Now in two forms: [f 
Better tasting liquid or 
New tasteless capsules 









I would be very pleased if you would print 
my name in your Pen Pal section. I am 15 
years old, 5’ tall, weigh 105 lbs. I have medium 
brown complexion, brown eyes, and reddish 
brown hair. My hobbies are reading, writing, 
dancing and most all outdoor sports. 

[ would like to correspond with boys and 
girls all over the United States. I promise 
to answer all letters I receive, and send photo. 

Pamela Reed 
1045 72nd Ave. 
Oakland 21, Calif. 


I would like very much to have my name 
published in your Pen Pal column. I’m 25 
years old, dark complexion, black hair and 
black eyes. I weigh 155 lbs. and am 5’9” tall. 

I’m a clerk in an insurance company in 
Accra, Ghana. I would love to receive letters 
from anyone who would be interested. My 
hobbies are writing letters, and listening to 
music of all kinds. I promise to answer all 


letters 
Nathaniel E. Boadu 
Royal Exchange Assurance 
P.O. Box 50 
Accra, Ghana 
West Africa 


[ am a regular reader of TAN, and would 
appreciate it very much if you would publish 
my name in the Pen Pal section of your won- 
derful magazine. 

[ am 18 years old, 5’4” tall, and weigh be- 
tween 125 and 130 lbs. I have brown eyes, 
brown hair, and a brown complexion. I like 
some sports, dancing, music of all kinds, re- 
ceiving and answering letters and meeting 
people 

[ would like to correspond with young men 
between the ages of 19 to 25 years old. I will 
answer all letters. I welcome any letter re- 
gardless of race or creed. Please send photos 
if you have any. 

Nancy Elaine Richardson 
252 Clifton Place 
Brooklyn 16, N. Y. 


[ would be very pleased if you would print 
this letter in the Pen Pal section of your great 
magazine, 

My name is Joseph Week, age 27, height 
58”, weight 150 lbs., complexion medium 
brown, black hair, brown eyes, and I have a 
cool mustache. I attended Kentucky State 
College. I also was a paratrooper with the 
famed 82nd Division. 

[ am foot loose and family free. I have a 61 
convertible Lincoln. I would like to hear from 
all young ladies, race, creed or color doesn’t 
matter. So let me hear from you young ladies! 

Joseph Week 
P.O. Box 127 
Wassaic, N. Y. 


[ am a constant reader of TaN Magazine and 
would very much like to have my name pub- 
lished in your Pen Pal section. I am 18 years 
of age, and a freshman at the University of 
Colorado. I have dark brown hair and eyes of 
the same color. , 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I would like to correspond with young men, 
especially servicemen, between 18 and 22. All 
letters will be answered, and photos exchanged 
if desired. 

Sara Williams 
Box 23—Hallett Hall 
Boulder, Colo. 


Having been a reader of your TAN Magazine 
for some time, I have enjoyed it very much. I 
especially like your Pen Pal section, and have 
made very many friends with people to whom 
I have written. 

I would now like to have my name placed 
in the section. My name is Mark H. Matthews, 
Jr. I am 23 years old, stand 5’6”, have black 
hair and a fair complexion. I would like to 
hear from anyone who cares to write. Will 
exchange photos if requested to do so. I am in 
the U. S. Navy, stationed in the Far East. 

Mark H. Matthews, Jr. YN3 

U. S. Naval Security Group Activity 
Navy #830, Box 20 

% FPO 

San Francisco, Calif. 


I wonder if possible would you at some time 
publish this request for me for Pen Pals. I’m 
a coloured Canadian girl, 22 years old, and 
would like to correspond with females and 
males, both civilians and servicemen, in the 
U.S.A. 

I will answer as much mail as possible. 

Marva David 
62 Maynard St. 
Halifax, N.S. 


Canada 


I would appreciate it if you would add my 
name to your Pen Pal columns. I am a Negro, 
18 years of age. My height is 5'14%4”, and my 
weight is 166 lbs. I have black hair. brown 
eyes, and tan complexion. I am a member of 
the U.S. Army stationed in France. My hobbies 
are jazz and blues. 

I will answer all letters and exchange pic- 
tures upon request. I would like to correspond 
with boys and girls between the ages of 16 and 


20. Thank you. 
P.F.C. Johnny Madison 
RA14707028 
81 T.C. BOAT Co. 
APO 217 
New York, N. Y. 


I am a regular reader of TAN Magazine and 
would like to have my name published in the 
Pen Pal columns. 

I am 18 years old, 5’6”, have dark brown 
hair, brown complexion. My hobbies are 
reading, writing, and I like to play records. 
I also like all kinds of sports. 

I would like to correspond with boys and 
girls all over the world between the ages of 
17-22, regardless of race, creed or color. I will 
exchange photos if requested, and answer all 
letters, 

Yvonne Washington 
2557 Hayes 
Gary, Ind. 


I have read Tan for more than six years 
now, and I like all the stories I have read. 

I wish you would enter my name in your Pen 
Pal section. I am 5’10”, medium brown com- 
plexion, 161 Ibs. I am 22 years old, have black 
hair. I would like to correspond with girls be- 
tween 17 and 22. I like dancing, jazz, swim- 
ming, but most of all I like art. 

I will answer all letters that I receive. 

Charles D. Sweeting 
3670 Frow Ave. 
Miami 33, Fla. 


I am another Tan fan who wishes to ex- 
press the great pleasure with which I read 
your magazine. I am writing to you for the 
first time. Please enter my name in your Pen 
Pals column soon. 

I would like to make friends with boys and 
girls all over the states and elsewhere in the 
world. I am 18 years of age, 5’4” tall, and 
weigh 115 lbs. I like music, dancing, reading, 
and writing poetry. I will gladly answer all 
letters. 

Norma Clarke 
Deveaux St., South 
Grant’s Town P. 0. 

Nassau, Bahamas 


I am an American serviceman currently 
stationed in Chateauroux, France. I am 24 
years old, 6’ tall, 185 Ibs., black hair, brown 
eyes, and medium brown complexion. I desire 
to correspond with young ladies of all races, 
creeds, or color, between the ages of 19 and 26. 
My favorite pastime is listening to jazz music. 

I shall gladly answer all letters, and ex- 
change photographs. 

AIC Alfred L. Jackson 
1616th Support Sq./Box 4227 
APO 10 

New York, N. Y. 


I am Jacquelyn Cheryl Wilbon, a freshman 
from Cleveland, Ohio. To me, a friend is one 
of the most important things in the fast mov- 


ing world today. 
Jacie C. Wilbon 
#306 Arnett Hall 
Central State College 
Wilberforce, Ohio 


I would appreciate it very much if you 
would add my name to your Pen Pal column. 

I am 18 years old, 5’5” tall, and weigh 140 
lbs. I have brown eyes, black hair, and a me- 
dium brown complexion. I like all sports, es- 
pecially baseball and basketball. I like to 
dance and listen to rock and roll records. 

I welcome correspondence with all peoples, 
regardless of race, color, creed or religion. I 
will answer all letters, and exchange photos 
= young girls between the ages of 16 and 


Richard Livemond 
218 Washington St. 
Jersey City 2, N. J. 
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By Eve Lynne 
EAR EVE: 


I am a teen-age girl of 15. I never 
cared too much for boys before, but in 
the seventh grade, I met a boy whom | 
believe I love. He has walked out on 
me so many times, including tonight, be- 
cause | won’t have sex relations with 
him. 

What in the world can I do? I don’t 
want to have a baby by him if we are 
not married. How can [| tell him this 


without hurting his feelings, and still 
get him to see my point? I know most 
teen-age girls are proving their love, and 
getting the worst kind of hurt, shame 
and disgrace. I don’t want to be one 
of those girls. Don’t tell me to ask him 
to prove his love. I can’t. He never said 
he loves me, but I love him. I have left 
him alone many times, but I count the 
days until he comes back. What must 
I do? 

Miss Confused 
Dear Miss Confused: 

Seems you’ve figured it all out except 
one small point, and that is this: HE 
ISN'T WORTH YOUR LITTLE FIN- 
GER! No, he does not love you, he loves 
himself and what he can get out of peo- 
ple. Tell him to get lost—and mean it! 


Dear Eve: 

I am 21 years of age, unmarried, 
and have one child. I have been in love 
with a young maa for six years. He has 
never said he loves me, neither has he 
asked me to marry him. Formerly we 
lived in the same neighborhood, but | 
moved away so I could try to forget him, 
but some way he found my address and 
he still writes to me. 

Although he is not the father of my 


child, I still love him. Do you think he 
will ever ask me to marry him and ac- 
cept my child? 

Unhappy 
Dear Unhappy: 

There’s a long way between wishful 
thinking and fact. You must show a 
genuine interest in the young man, and 
if he returns it, then there’s smooth sail- 
ing ahead. But neither you nor I can: 
know for sure. Good luck. 


Dear Eve: 

I am a white girl 20 years old, and 
very much in love with a colored boy 
two years older. My family is very prej- 
udiced (I’m sorry to say) and they know 
nothing of him. He is from out of town. 
We’ve been thinking about getting mar- 
ried, but there’s so much to consider. 

I need help desperately, Eve. Please 
tell me what to do—either go with him, 
or stick with my own race. 

Mixed Up 
Dear Mixed Up: 

When you find real love, either in your 
own race or another, all of your ques- 
tions and problems will be answered in 
your heart. Perhaps it would be best to 
wait for this kind of love. 








harm) the delicate tissues. 


Tested by doctors. . . 
trusted by women... 
proved in hospital clinics 


What a blessing to be able to trust 
in the wonderful germicidal protec- 
tion Norforms can give you. Nor- 
forms have a highly perfected new 
formula that releases antiseptic 
and germicidal ingredients with 
long-lasting action. The exclusive 
new base melts at body tempera- 
ture, forming a powerful protec- 
tive film that guards (but will not 


And Norforms’ deodorant protec- 
tion has been tested in a hospital 
clinic and found to be more effec- 





Married women 
are sharing this secret 


... the new, easier, surer protection 
for those most intimate marriage problems 


tive than anything it had ever 
used. Norforms eliminate (rather 
than cover up) embarrassing 
_ odors, yet have no “medicine” or 
“disinfectant” odor themselves. 
And what convenience! These 
small feminine suppositories are 
so easy and convenient to use. 
' Just insert —no apparatus, mixing 
or measuring. They're greascless 
and they keep in any climate. 
Now available in new packages 
of 6, as well as 12 and 24. Also 
available in Canada. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 
Just mail this coupon to Dept. T- 12 
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N.Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms booklet, 
in a plain envelope. 








Name. 
(PLEASE Print) 
Street 
City. Zone... State__. 
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DRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Ruins Health, Happiness. Break 
the Drinking Cycle 1h paige 
- INEXPENSIVELY! Use new 
AL COREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a Treatment or Cure but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
May be taken in secret. New ALCOREM 
desire for more alcohol for varying pe- 
ARANTEED Pure. Aversion treatment isrecog- 
Medical Authority. Comes ready to use —-sim- 
s included—need not cause time out from 
1appy ALCOREM user writes: ‘I took 
M 9 years ago, and I have not taken or 
rink since then. Piease send me ALCOREM 
i of ma who is a heavy drinker.’ Mr 
neeton, Ky. As an additional help we send. 
21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM. 
capsules to help nervous and digestive 
WEIGHT CHART to guide reformed 
er weight 
DELAY © ORDER NEW ALCOREM NOW 
TION OR MONEY BACK, We rush 
I 1 NKIES, Weight Chart in plain wrapper. 
$9.95 pius C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
O.D. & postage. send $9.95 with order. 
Known world wide since 1948 
MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS . DEPT. T-20 
€ DEARBORN ST.+« CHICAGO 5. ILL. 











God WANTS YOU 


Really Happy! Are you facing difficult Preb- 
eor Health? Meney or Job Treubles? Leve or 
Troubles? Are you Werried about someone 
c Is someone dear to you Drinking too 
}o you ever get Len 
uld you like to a more Happiness, Suc- 
“Geod Fortune” in Life? 
have any of these Problems, or others like 
ear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS— 
f a remarkable NEW WAY of Prayer that 
thousands to glorious NEW happiness and 
er you believe in PRAYER or not, this re- 
NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW world of 
and joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 
wait dear friend. You will surely bless this 
lease don’t delay! Just clip this Message 
d mail with your name, address & 4¢ stamp 
E-STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Bex 5202-A, Nore- 
mm. We will rush this wonderful NEW Mes- 
PRAYER and Faith to you by return mail 


$-§-MONEY!-$-§ 


Rich, charming Sterling Silver, this 
: Powerful looking $Money Sign Ring 
iis a Money handiers curio to 
Ajoreatly treasure! Set firmly in the 
ay $Money Sign are Live Highly Mag- 
Lodestones, with 

H hoe & 





Money Ring! 





netic Drawin 


ONEY et hand—it’s for You! $2.98 Po: 
C.0.D. $2.98 & Postage. hee A 
eed "Get Yours! Send size Now! Copyright i 
Jept. 12, P. S$. BUREAU CO., ~ 72, 
Ger, P. O., CROCE YN, N. 


anicure Magic | 


sy C2 REMOVE CUTICLES 
y of, WITHOUT CUTTING! 





plicator filled 
with Softol, 
mail 50¢ to 
SOFTOL, Inc. 
Irvington 11, 
N. J Dept. N 





E AY SETTER COSMETIC COUNTERS EVERYWHERE. 





How He 





P rO posed by Mrs. Ramsey Lewis 


FIRST MET my husband in the cor- 

ridor of the school (Wells High of 
Chicago) which we both attended. When 
I say he ran into me, | mean that liter- 
ally. He ran slam bang into me while 
hurrying to class and the blow knocked 
me to the floor. 

“You clumsy so-and-so,” he fumed. | 
was mad as a hatter and stormed right 
back at him. I said to myself, “This is 
the rudest, most conceited boy I know 
and I hate him.” 

Someone once said that hate is the 
other side of the coin of love. I don’t 
know. I do know, however, that it wasn’t 
long before we were dating and before 
you know it, we were going steady. 

It’s hard to remember exactly how 
your husband proposes. We've been 
married a little over eight years and time 


does dim the memory outlines—even of 
such a glowing event as a marriage pro- 
posal. 

As I remember it, Ramsey, who was 
even then dedicated to music, came to 
my house with a ring... it was a 
birthstone because he couldn’t afford a 
diamond. He nearly scared my mother 
to death by announcing he was going to 
marry me. He did it without first con- 
sulting me. I wasn’t even thinking about 
marriage. My mother had her heart set 
on my completing high school and en- 
rolling in a modelling school. His par- 
ents wanted him to study music and 
become a concert piano teacher. 

One night about a year later we at- 
tended a movie and he asked me to 
marry him. I was thrilled, walking on 
clouds. It was (Continued on Page 59) 
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¢.6SdnWL TAN Movie Previews 





GIRL OF THE NIGHT 


A frank and mostly revolting glimpse behind the sick, seamy curtains of New 
York’s prostitution racket is contained in the motion picture Girl Of The Night. 
The girl in question is Bobbie, a pathetically trapped call girl effectively played by 
Anne Francis. Bobbie’s charms are available for high prices, but she is basically 
unhappy in “the life.” Much of her earnings go to support a cruel boy friend she 
naively hopes will one day marry her. 

Her unhealthy need for this man, which he callously exploits, prevents her from 
shaking herself free of a 
profession she inwardly de- 
spises. Her final disillusion- 
ment with boy friend Larry 
enables her to take the first 
big step toward freedom 
and health. 

The film is a free adap- 
tation of a much-discussed 
study of prostitutes, The 
Call Girl, written by psy- 
choanalyst Harold Green- 
wald. Greenwald’s book 
was based on psychoanalytical material compiled from actual case histories. 

Bobbie’s tragic life is revealed through interviews with a warm, patient and wise 
psychoanalyst to whom she is taken after a sadistic beating by a customer. Bobbie 
tries desperately to live a normal life, but Larry’s hold on her is tenacious. When she 
breaks that hold, fresh air and sunlight stream into her shabby life. Lloyd Nolan is 
effective as the psychoanalyst and John Kerr appropriately repulsive as her boy 


friend. 
THE WORLD OF SUZIE WONG 


Richard Mason’s perceptive and poignant novel, The World Of Suzie Wong, de- 
scribes a strange, turbulent romance between a 
Chinese prostitute, Suzie, and an American artist, 
Robert Lomax. 

That novel, which became an internationally 
literary success and was converted into a play 
which became a Broadway hit, has been made 
the basis of a screen play by John Patrick which, 
directed by Richard Quine, has adhered most 
faithfully to the original story, but fails to re- 
produce the charm and tenderness that made 
Mason’s book such endearing reading. 

The original Suzie Wong was a saucy, moral 
“yum yum” girl who plied her sordid trade in 
Hong Kong’s Nam Kok Hotel. New star, Nancy 
Kwan, plays her competently enough, but makes 
the character less appealing and sympathetic than in the novel. William Holden, 
as Lomax, the artist, conveys believably the portrait of a conventional man in love 
with a tart. 

The story essentially is a modern version of the standard East-West love drama, 
only this time the white man defies the prejudices and warnings of his world and 
accepts Suzie out of love and compassion. Its great merit lies in the boldness with 
which the racial barrier is ultimately pierced and recognition of the fact that 
affection can rehabilitate a prostitute. 





Despair in New York. 


Turbulence in Hong Kong. 








Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch— Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne®)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H®. Ask for it at all drug 
counters. 


¥ by America’s Largest Song Studio. 
é Send Poems. Immediate consideration. 
Records Made 


Phonograph 
ESTAR WES MASTERS, 228 BEACON BLOG., BOSTON, MASS. 


God WANTS YOU 


To Be Really Happy! Are you facing difficult Preb- 
lems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? Leve or 
Family Troubles? Are you Worried about someone 















em." ‘dear" friend, then “here is wonder others like 


NEWS 

is helping 

joy! Whether 

happiness and joy to ery qui 
ess an iy 

$0 don ‘t wait, dear friend. You © will “sarely bless this 

day—so please don’t delay! Just clip = 

and e, 


ton, 
sage of PRAYER and Faith to you by return mail 
absolutely FREE! 


WHY PAY MORE ? win wai 





FULL CAP WIG GLAMOUR 
Part on right side Covers entire heod 
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Only $7 


Only $1.79 
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You can get JACK and JILL Greaseless Hair Dressing at your drug counter, 


or send us *125 and we'll send JACK and JILL to you by return mail 


SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS Co. 


1808 S. Michigan Ave. 


- Chicago 16, Illinois 
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Kenny Dorham 


On The Reco 


Dinah Washington 





4, 
9, 


HE ARRIVAL OF KENNY DORHAM/Kenny Dorham (Jaro): A newcomer to 

the jazz scene as far as the general public is concerned, Kenny Dorham’s is not 
an unknown name among his fellow craftsmen. The trumpeter has long been 
recognized as one of the vintage modern jazzmen, even though he has never broken 
through to public recognition. 

Vaguely reminiscent of Miles Davis, and at times of Dizzy Gillespie, Kenny 
Dorham yet has a style all his own—unique and individual—and an intimate 
knowledge of the intricacies of timing. Dorham has played with Illinois Jacquet, 
Dizzy Gillespie, Billy Eckstine, Lionel Hampton, Mercer Ellington, Charlie Parker, 
Art Blakey’s Jazz Messengers, his own Prophets, Max Roach, and now his own 
group—featuring Charlie Davis on baritone saxcphone, Tommy Flanagan on piano, 
Edward “Butch” Warren on bass, and Arnold “Buddy” Enlow on drums. He has 
taught trumpet for the past two summers at The School of Jazz in Lenox, 
Massachusetts. 

Of the songs featured on the album, Dorham has written two: Stage West, reflect- 
ing his own southwestern background (he was born in Texas), and Butch’s Blues, 
which he wrote for bassist Warren. Side One features Stage West, I’m An Old 
Cowhand, Stella By Starlight, and Delilah; while Side Two includes Butch’s Blues, 
Lazy Afternoon, Six Bits, When Sunny Gets Blue, and Turbo. 

Dorham has been a long time in arriving, but during the time, he has been growing 
and gaining an insight into himself that cannot but help his playing. The album as a 
whole shows his readiness to arrive. Says Manny Albam: “There’s no doubt he’s a 
valuable voice, and maybe finally, this will be his year.” 


I CONCENTRATE ON YOU/Dinah Washington (Mercury): Whether it’s blues 
or ballads, the unmistakable sound of Dinah Washington is always worth listening 
to. On this album she moves easily from the up-tempo Daybreak to the bluesy Misery 
to the almost spiritual Lord You Made Us Human. 

One of the few female “soul-singers” left, Dinah will probably go down along with 
Bessie Smith and Billie Holiday and maybe one or two others. And this album 
is Dinah at her best. 

Side One offers Crazy Love, Fool That | Am, I Concentrate On You, Lord You 
Made Us Human, The Song Is Ended, and Forgotten. Side Two boasts Good 
Morning Heartache, While We’re Young, Daybreak, 1 Got lt Bad And That Ain’t 
Good, Show Me The W ay, and Misery. 








Try This Great Book 
in Your Own Life 


10-DAY TRIAL EXAMINATION 


It must help you . . . it must show 
results . . . it must work! 


The Golden Keys to the Sacred Psalms 
By MIKHAIL STRABO 

Tells you how to use Psalms... . i 

Tells you which Ims to use. . 

Tells you when to use Psalms... Pos: 


No matter what personal problem is worry- 
ing you the answer is here. No matter if 
it is Health, Money Troubles, Debts, Love. 
Friends, Family Troubles or Something 
Purely Personal and Confidential you are. 
sure to find the ae 3 guidance, and comfort 
that you seek in the Great and Powerful 
Book of the Psalms. 
in times of trouble 
For older people Te interpret dreams 
Against defamers Against temptation 
For sinners For business 

For geod fortune 

_— others 

And > mush we 


f extra cost: A pocket 
size. ae of the 150 Psalms of 
you rush your order. 


MONEY BACK "GUARANTEE 
GUIDANCE HOUSE 


Te choose a mate 


es 
To help oom, 


Box 201-BP, Times Square Sta., New York 36 














FREE WrDDING CATALOG 


Everything for the Wedding & Reception! 
Invitations © Gifts for the bridal party 
le decorations @ Trousseay items 

Unusual, it per lized items. 

ELAINE CREATIONS 
Box 824 Dept. E-404 


Chicago 42, Ill, 


VALENTINE SPECIALS 


NYLON BABY DOLLS $4.00 PREPAID 


Intimate Lingerie, Bikinis, Leotards, Mesh Hose. 
Catalog $1.00. Apply against order. 


FRIEDMAN 


Box 276, Murray Hill, New York 16, New York 




























Dignified PROFITABLE, Work-at-Home | 
e Time Opportunity for You! .. . 


NOT Sewing, Dersing tt Reweaving 
Actually Makes Holes, Cuts, Burns 

: —— from Clothing and Fabrics 

3 Check big demand for Savisinte: Gentes canyts 

: dearn ise at ay eo math holes, 
bs tears, ripsdisa: 

a from all clothing. _ fabrics. 

a 

Lavisible May tet report 1 aay 7. 
pee on = tags we hen want to do! Many Mise oe 


start spare time, work ful on busl- | oon sree fanaet ten 
" Why not ee 


Details aap CROS Gy eee No salesman 
Write TODAY! 
FABRICON, 6238 Broadway, Dept. 402, Chicago 40, Ii- 


MANCATCHER (Brand) PERFUME 
ONLY $2.98 


drops of MAN- 
CATCHER—« little behind 
your ears . . . on your wrists 
—a wee bit in some Special 
Place. It may give you, too, 
that wonderful feeling all over. 
This potent powerful, exotic 
perfume can give you that 
extra something you need for 
success in love and marriage 
that sweetness, that all 
men like Yoa will never want 
to be without it. 
tts irresistible! Men love girls who are feminine. Men 
are more often drawn by the potent fragrance of good per- 
fume that makes you seem different from other girls 
they will want to be around you. Se order MANCATCH ER 
NOW! When postman delivers this amazing brand of per- 
fume, deposit only $2.98 plus C.O.D. handling charges 
(3 for $7.00). FREE FOR PROMPT ACTION—Bottle 
of Chinese Brand Floor Wash (Green) makes the home 
smell sweet and pleasant—chases away foul, evil smelling 
odors in the house. ORDER NOW!! 


PERFUME PRODUCTS CO. 
3016 W. Van Buren St., Chieage 12, III., 
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Playing with his two children, Daryl Keith, 9 months and 
William Kevin, 24% years, Little Willie takes time out from 
his busy schedule to relax. Being a father changed Willie. 


We LITTLE WILLIE JOHN celebrated his 23rd birthday backstage 

at Chicago’s Regal Theater in November of last year, newsmen, friends 
and fans who had followed his career for the past decade noted a king-sized 
change in the jockey-sized singer who shouts his own brand of blues for 
an estimated $100,000-plus yearly. For one thing he was poised, confident, 
signed autographs and showed a respect for fans that would have been 
unthinkable just a few years ago. Fellow performers had now come to re- 
spect his manhood as much as his talent, a fact that has not always been so. 
Astonished observers agreed to the man: “Little Willie John had finally 
grown up.” 

Bursting in to show business at 13, Little Willie spent but a short time 
before making hit records and terrible headlines—almost simultaneously. 
He attained stardom as quickly as instant coffee on his first record, All 
Around The World, which was probably the weirdest confession of love 





Little Willie appears at Chicago’s Regal 
Theatre. He has been in show business 
since he was 13, has many hit records. 


Chatting backstage at the Regal with old 
friend Savannah Churchill, Willie recalls 
when he used to skip school to watch her 
when she invited him to share lunch. 
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ever uttered: “If I don’t love you baby— 
eggs ain’t poultry, grits ain’t grocery and 
Mona Lisa was a man.” Then with equal 
bafflement. Little Willie set off a chain 
of devilment. which included: Manage- 
ment squabbles, fights, arrests, breach of 
fraud charges, auto 
crashes, missing dates, and even a shoot- 
ing scrape with a Southern white man— 
to mention a few. Nevertheless he pros- 
pered, had his first Cadillac limousine 
by the time he was 17, earned in excess 
of $500,000 before he was old enough 


contract suits, 


to vote. 

lo understand the fortune and misfor- 
tunes of Little Willie John it is necessary 
to know something about his back- 
ground. He was born “kicking and 
screaming” on the tough Detroit East 
Side November 15, 1937. He was the 
fifth of nine children (six boys, three 
girls) born to Lulu and Mertis John, a 
factory worker. They named the little 
brown blues-singer-to-be: William Ed- 
ward John. 

William Edward John was aggressive 
in grade school, was in Detroit’s Moore 
School for wayward boys before he was 
out of junior high. Yet, his family life 
was a religious one and each Sunday. 
his mother herded him and the rest of 
the Johns off to Sunday School and 
church at Triumph of the Church and 
Kingdom of God in Christ. Little Wil- 
liam, or Willie as the name was later to 
be changed, didn’t know it, but one day, 
after achieving stardom as one of the 
hottest properties in show business, he 
would return to the same church and not 
only make considerable contributions to 
its underprivileged parishioners and help 
cut the debt on the building fund, but 
would also bring tears to the eyes of the 
congregation wtih his incomparable ren- 
dition of Jesus Met The Woman At The 
W eil. 

In fact, it was at the same church that 
Little Willie’s singing began. He, two 
older brothers and two sisters formed a 
quintet called the United Five. None 
knew it then, but the quintet was loaded 
with talent. One of his brothers, Mertis 
lr., 28, was later to become a successful 
songwriter. Mertis wrote Willie’s hits 
Veed Your Love So Bad, You Hurt Me 
and Steppin’ Out; and sister Mabel, 30, 
eldest of the younger John’s became a 


successful blues singer in her own right. 
14 


A widowed mother of four boys and the 
one who really made it possible for Wil- 
lie’s career, Mabel gave up her job as 
a registered nurse to pursue a career be- 
hind the lights. She and Willie often 
appear onstage together. Willie records 
for King label, Mabel for Tamla. 

When Willie was not yet 12, he had 
a habit of skipping school to watch the 
stage show matinees at Detroit’s now de- 
funct Paradise Theater. Singer Savannah 
Churchill recalls Little Willie. the boy, 
outside the stage door and remembers 
inviting him in to share her lunch. By 
the time Willie was 12, Homer Jones’ 
Paradise Theater amateur shows had be- 
come more important than the wall tele- 
phone to many of tomorrow’s would-be 
stars, Little Willie included. 

Sister Mabel, married and with an 
apartment of her own, helped her little 
brother slip out of the house and enter 
the amateur show. Willie won first place 
hands down and a woman’s $70 wrist- 
watch which he triumphantly presented 
to his mother. She disapproved. Twice 
more Mabel entered him in the contest 
and, after three weeks. Little Willie John 


-had probably earned the distinction of 


becoming the only singer in the world 
to win in succession three women’s $70 
wristwatches. John was barred from fur- 
ther competition. Few contestants felt it 
worth entering against him. 

Lionel Hampton heard Little Willie 
and talked to Mrs. John about letting 
her son sing blues professionally. A very 
religious woman, she refused. She 
wanted her son to continue singing the 
gospel in the family quintet. Despite the 
obstacle she raised, five years ago. Willie 
placed his mother on a $100 per week al- 
lowance “just because she’s my mother.” 
Meanwhile Mabel encouraged Willie and 
soon the family group broke up and 
Willie was singing professional gigs 
around the Michigan area. As his price 
grew, Willie hired a tutor to fulfill his 
educational requirements and his father 
quit his factory job to manage the son. 

Life was never the same again for Lit- 
tle Willie. He had moved into a strange 
adult world peopled by veteran entertain- 
ers with more years in the business than 
Willie had on earth. As long as his father 
stayed with him Willie remained some- 
what straight. But even a father can not 
make up for the same-age-group-friends 


most 13-year-olds have. Willie was a 
child, dazzled and confused, caught up 
in a world he had never known and could 


not understand. When a manager re. 
placed his father, Willie tried to do all 
the things the adults in his world did 
and failed miserably. And they couldn’t 
understand his antics, like throwing cups 
of water on them while they wore their 
best stage clothes, would not see that 
here was a child lost, who wanted atten- 
tion and a little affection. 

Adults borrowed money which they 
never paid back, worked con games on 
him and some promoters thought they 
really didn’t have to pay him. Willie re- 
acted in the only way he knew how— 
violently, matching them, trick for trick. 
con for con, and tired of being the butt, 
soon taught them a few tricks. 

Yet, for all of his capers offstage, none 
can accuse him of ever presenting less 
than his best onstage. He has a profes- 
sional’s pride in his craft and evaluates 
himself sternly after each set. 

Four years ago Willie met a Philadel- 
phia model and dancer named Darlynn. 
He was smitten for the first time in his 
life, refused to let the girl out of the 
building until he had convinced her she 
should be Mrs. Willie John. And if any- 
thing changed Willie it has been the 
gradual realization that he is a husband 
and father and that what good or bad 
he does will not only reflect upon him— 
but on them. In a rare moment of can- 
dor. Willie said recently: “You don't 
just get to be a man because you're 21. 
Ever since I was a kid I thought I 
knew everything, thought I was a man. 
Being a man doesn’t mean that you do 
know everything either. It’s the point 
where you admit that you really know 
very little and from there you can be- 
come great as God intended.” 

In the past and even now if he isn’t 
careful, Willie has found and finds him- 
self too big hearted for his own good. 
But wife Darlynn has steadied him and 
recently he invested in a Florida hotel. 

According to Mabel, if there was any 
one thing that saved Willie it was that 
he never strayed, in spirit, from his early 
home and religious training. “Some 
Sundays now he goes to church, puts 
bills in the pastor’s hand and says: 
‘Please make it a pretty sermon, sir’!” 


THE END 
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AMAZING NEW INVENTION 


STRAIGHTENS HAIR IN 


MINUTES...FOR WEEKS! 


Do It Yourself At Home—With Hair Wet or Dry 








@ Smoothes heir out to its gorge- 
ous full length right away. Hair 
holds its new length from 
shower to shower! 


® Dress, wave or comb your 
sleek new hair length in any 
style you want. . . it will stay 
that way! 


@ Works even on super-curly, 
hard-to-manage hair! 


® No messy lotions, greasy 
creams, harsh chemicals or 
damaging ‘‘treatments!’’ 


@ Can't make hair brittle or 
frizzie the ends. 


® Absolutely safe and SO inex- 
pensive . . . One Roll 'n’ Press 
lasts a lifetime. 


AT LAST, there’s a new, fast and 
\. incredibly easy way to have the 
straight, easy-to-manage hair 

i've always wanted, without spend- 
long hours struggling with hot 
bs and grease . . . without tor- 

1g your hair with harsh chem- 
without doing it over again 

' very few days! It’s the Roll 'n’ Press 
1¢ amazing new hair straightener 
ention that works in an entirely 
way to make even the curliest 
most unmanageable hair reveal 
true natural length in minutes, 
ead of hours, for weeks instead of 
Protected by U.S. Patent No. 





No More Disappointing 
“Spring-Back” 
1 had to resign yourself to frizzy, 
hard-to-manage hair because 
bs, greases or creams failed to 
p hair straight ... because hair 
ang back into a curl at embarrass- 
noments ... or because those old- 
ashioned straighteners couldn’t keep 
r hair straight without giving it a 
asy, shiny, glued-down look .. . 
s the time to discover what only 
Roll ‘n’ Press can do for you. 


moothes Out Hair in Minutes... 
Lasts for Weeks! 


y Roll 'n’ Press actually rolis out 
y semblance of curl. . . . You'll see 
ht away. Super-curly, hard-to- 
nage hair lies sleek, smooth and 
looking. And your straight, 
rally beautiful hair is so easy to 
age. You swirl it, brush it up and 
er, style it in the latest hair 
You're always sure it will hold 


SIMPLE TO USE. Just | GLAMOROUS RESULTS. 
— your roll ‘n’ Press | In minutes your hair is 
to desired temperature. | long, soft to the touch. 
Next, apply rollers to easy to manage. No fear 
pe 7 gm. ponent sane of Mb gon ack’, Md 
of hair you generally use asy look. — 
with your comb. Now fon” on Frese trestm 
press the hair, rolling | and hair stays loos = 
gently away from scaip.' weeks! 


AFTER 


its beautiful new styling for w-e-e-k-s 
on end. 

Roll 'n’ Press works effectively on 
wet hair, too! You can use it imme- 
diately after shampooing, or after a 
shower without fear of hair springing 
back. All this means that even on 
damp days—even in the rain—your 
hair will keep right on looking its 
straightest and loveliest. 








a IRON-CLAD GUARANTEE 
i'n 
Gata in =o ——- made that the 
——- any and all A .% in wo: 
terials. Replacement will made. 
ately by the manufacturer, without 
© purchaser. U.S. Patent Noo a 2,910,988 












less than a half hour! Beauticians 
found the Roll ’n’ Press method the 
cleanest, fastest, and simplest way 
they’ve ever used for straightening 








hair. Patrons too, were delighted with  po4) »w press SALES, INC. DEPT. T-1, 367 E. GENESEE ST., BUFFALO 4, W.Y. 


the speed, comfort, and long-lasting 





results. 
ROLL 'W’ PRESS SALES, INC. DEPT. T-1, 307 E. GENESEE ST., BUFFALO 4, W.Y. 
Try New Roll 'n’ Press At Home Yes, I want to try this fast, easy way to long, natural look- 
For 7 Days At Our Expense ing hair right away. Please rush me my Roll ‘n’ Press. 
Here is @ no-risk opportunity to try I enclose check or money order for $6.95 in full payment. 
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in your own home. You must get the sults, I may return the Roll ’n’ s Press after the 7 day trial 


long, straight hair you can be proud for prompt refund of the —h dn price. 
of and others will admire, hair that’s 
easy to fashion into any hair-do you 
desire . . . of your money back! Just 
fill in and mail the coupon with your I eaicsiscicsecassctesinesssscescciacen 
check or money order for $6.95 to Roll 
’n’ Press Sales, Inc., Dept. T-1, 307 
E. Genesee Street, Buffalo 4, New York. 

Remember . . . you must be abso- cocoa tice iecheccreeeeacnecobed 
lutely thrilled with the results you 
get from new Roll 'n’ Press or your 
money back. Mail the coupon right 
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- LOS ANGELES, CALIF., two gunmen added insult to injury when they held up 
40-year-old Henry Zone, took $231 in cash, and then made him carry his TV 
set a block to their car. 


* oe a 
In Dallas, Texas, an unidentified man was quickly granted a divorce on grounds 


of mental cruelty after Judge John Mead asked him how long he had been married. 
Said the man: “Twenty-two years, eight months, fourteen days and nine hours.” 


* * * 
In Greenville, Ohio, Dr. Charles E. Gariety campaigned actively for coroner. His 
slogan: “Be Dead Right.” 
* - * 
In Washington, D. C., Lee W. Todd, 25, lost a damage suit he filed against cab 
driver Albert Jensen who, driving under the influence, smashed into a trailer-truck 


while carrying Todd as a passenger. The reason Todd lost? He bought all the 
drinks for Jensen. 


* * - 
In Medicine Hat, Alberta, Canada, two masked gunmen stole $27.000 in cash— 
from the police station. 
* * * 
In Lodi, Calif., 65-year-old Alfred Schweitz was somewhat puzzled when he was 


ordered to appear in Justice Court to answer charges of driving without a license. 
He draws full state benefits for blindness. 


* * _ 
In Oldham, England, five pastors who formed a “Suicide Prevention Squad” gave 


these reasons for most suicides: marriage problems in general and mothers-in- 
law in particular. 


* os * 


In Grand Lake, Colo., a restaurant displays this sign: “T-Bones, 25-cents, with 
meat, $2.25.” 


In Cleveland, Ohio, 26-year-old A. C. Bates was quickly cleared of forgery 


charges involving two checks for $30 and $50, when he explained: “I can’t read 
or write.” 


* * * 


In Phoenix, Ariz., a discount store started a sales campaign with the slogan: 
“Pick us clean.” Burglars took them at their word—and walked off with $60,000 
in watches and rings. 
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HAVE I 
THE RIGHT 
‘O LOVE? 








WILL ALWAYS REMEMBER the day the piano was 

delivered to our house. I was just seven years old, and 
my sister Karen was eight, but even then, I was more ex- 
cited about our piano than anything I’d ever had. We lived 
in a small house, and had very few luxuries, but my mother, 
who was a music teacher before she got married, had wanted 
for a long time to own a good piano. That day, when the 
movers finally had it installed in the living room and my 
mother sat down to play, I felt that the sound, and the sight 
of the lovely black and white keys were the most beautiful 
things in the world. 

Karen soon tired of it, and wanted to go back outside to 
play, but I could not leave. I stood as if in another world, 
watching mother’s hands move over the keys. 

“I’m going to play the piano too, Mother,” I said shyly, 
filled with awe and wonder, when she finally stopped. 

She laughed her happy laugh, and put her arms around 
me, hugging me close. 

“Of course you will, Lori,” she said. “Of course you will, 
and I'll teach you.” 

That was indeed a happy time—then, and the years of 
growing up. I did learn to play, rapidly and well. Mother 
and Dad were proud of my ability, although Dad would 
grumble that I practiced too much, and that I should be 
having fun, joining clubs and playing games, and going to 
parties like Karen. Only Mother sympathized with me. Only 
Mother knew my secret hopes and ambitions. 


piano is my life. I have trained for, lived 
a career for so long. But—how can I 
sive up love when I have just found it? 













































HAVE I 
THE RIGHT 
TO LOVE? 


Later, in high school, when boys and 
dates began to take the place of games 
and dolls for Karen, I still put my prac- 
tice above everything else. It was now 
fours hours a day instead of two, and I 
had long since learned—devoured—ev- 
erything that Mother could teach me. 
Now, I studied with old James Perry- 
man, whom everyone called “Papa.” He 
had, himself, been a concert pianist in 
his younger days. Mr. Perryman had 
presented me in two concerts by the time 
| was a senior in high school, and even 
Dad, who still tried to make me ‘act 
like a normal girl,’ was proud. 

But he still said, “Lori’s so pale from 
always staying indoors at that piano that 
she looks like—like some sleeping prin- 
cess, or something.” 

“But Dad,” Karen had said, “that’s 
the type the boys would go for, if she’d 
just give them a chance!” 

Then, of course, always the same 
thing to me: “If you’d just put on a bit 
more lipstick, and get out into the air, 
and sunshine, honey, you’d be a knock- 
out!” 

Karen was one class ahead of me, and 
always the center of a happy, laughing 
group of boys and girls, mostly admir- 
ing boys. So I guess it was more of a 
surprise to them, to my parents and 
everybody, than it was to me when Jim 
Perryman, my teacher’s grandson, and I 
“accidentally” discovered each other. 

It really was accidental, and I guess it 
was mostly because of being near each 
other, since he was always at his grand- 
father’s. Jim was athletic, mechanically 
minded, the complete extrovert—and the 
exact opposite of his sensitive, artistic 
grandfather. Papa Perryman used to 
shake his head sadly when talking about 
him. 

“I did so wish—” he’d begin, but then 
he’d look at me and smile, and say softly, 
“But I have you, Lori, and you’re going 
to be better than all of them. You're 
going to go to be famous.” 

He would close his eyes, then, and 
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clasping his hands before him, talk 
softly of my future. 

It was at one of my regular weekly 
lessons with the old man, that Jim 
dropped by on some now-forgotten er- 
rand. Papa Perryman was somewhere 
else in the house, and I'd just finished 
playing a Chopin waltz, when I heard 
a sort of hesitant cough behind me, and 
turning around from the keyboard, | 
saw that it was Jim. 

“H-hi, Lori,” he stammered, his voice 
going all crazy, “you—I never realized 
before—you play like an angel. What 
I mean is, you look . . . swell. 1 mean—” 

He was stumbling and stuttering over 
the words, and it was so unlike the self- 
assured, cocky Jim that I and everyone 
else knew, that from somewhere deep 
down inside me, there rose the age-old, 
never-used, feminine arts. 


fere.” 

“Don’t worry, Papa Perryman,” I'd 
tell him, reassuringly. “It won’t. Noth. 
ing ever will.” 

But Jim was the strangest of all, and 
the most changed by our discovering 
each other. Always so carefree and full 
of fun, he now became intensely serious, 
and wanted me to be the same way. He 
seemed almost to hate my music, now, 
although this was what had first at. 
tracted him. 

“When we get married, Lori,” he 
would say earnestly, “you'll only play 
for—our families.” 

“But we’re only seniors, Jim,” I'd try 
to argue with him. “We can’t even think 
of marrying yet. You'll go to college, 
and I'll go on with my training and—” 

“And then you'll leave me,” he would 
interrupt harshly, “you'll go to New 


Eddie had said, ‘What will you do if you 
ever find you have a heart?’ and I had 
brushed the remark off. But now I find I 


have one, and I don’t know where to turn 


I smiled and said, “Thank you,” tilted 
my head to the side, and in words as well 
as manner, tried to reassure him. A 
strange, lovely thing must have hap- 
pened to us both, then, at that moment. 
Strange and lovely for me especially, 
because I entered for the first time the 
world of woman-man awareness. 

After this, I was not alone any more. 
Jim walked with me from school, carried 
my books, and I even went to parties 
and an occasional movie, when it did not 
interfere with my practicing. I was fin- 
ally a “normal girl”. My parents and 
Karen were deliriously happy. 

“She’s come out of her shell!” Karen 
exclaimed over and over, like she had 
discovered America, or something. 

Papa Perryman was happy, and a 
little sad, too. 

“This love,” he’d say, shaking his 
white head. “Sometimes it’s no good for 
your music. You shouldn’t let it inter- 


York or Hollywood, or even Europe, 
just like Grandpa left Grandma. Some- 
times | think I hate your music.” 

“Oh, Jim, you shouldn’t ever say 
that,” I said, shocked and hurt. “The 
piano is me—that’s all there is of me, 
it’s everything.” 

“No, it isn’t,” he answered fiercely, 
grabbing me to him as if by his willing 
it, he could make me all his, and drive 
the music away. “You’re mine! You're 
my Lori. You belong to me, not to con- 
certs and recitals.” 

“Jim,” I began, then faltered, and 
could find no answer, for I didn’t know 
what to say. He confused and hurt me 
when he talked like this. I could only 
turn and walk away, feeling an empti- 
ness and dissatisfaction. 

After many such frustrating argu- 
ments as this, Jim seemed to change 4 
little. When we first started going 
steady, and had just discovered each 
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other, Jim would hardly touch me— 
seemed almost afraid to touch my hand. 
And we'd been going together for weeks 
and weeks before he even kissed me. 
But now, he became almost rough in 
our embraces, and I found, sometimes, 
that I had to actually fight him off. Then 
he'd be contrite, and didn’t know what 
got into him, and all that. 

So it was, most of the latter part of 
our senior year, until that lovely spring 
day when it seemed that all of life was 
just beginning, and I felt so torn apart 
I wished I could die. Jim and I were 
at Papa Perryman’s, listening to some of 
his earlier recordings—my favorite pas- 
time—and the power yet sweetness of 
the music surged through me. Jim had 
been increasingly persuasive the past 
few days. 

“You'd give up love for this?” he 
asked urgently, moving his hand in the 
direction of the record player. 

“T haven’t said I’d ‘give up’ anything, 
Jim Perryman,” I answered angrily. “I 
only said that I have to wait—” 

He interrupted my already confused 
speech with a kiss that left me breathless 
and uncertain. 

“Why?” he whispered, and against 
the warmth and strength of his arms, 
my anger melted, and I felt the first 
wavering of my purpose. 

No, I thought fiercely, / can’t make 
such a choice. Why should I have to? 
Why should I have to? With the now 
almost triumphant crescendo of the mu- 
sic, my heart swelled, and I knew that 
I belonged first—and only—to music. 

But Jim had deepened in me an ap- 
preciation, a need of another kind. Even 
my playing had come more alive these 
past months since Jim. I felt the faint 
stirrings of a new demand, a new ques- 
tion. Why shouldn’t I have both—my 
way? I responded, now, to Jim’s ca- 
resses, and he, thinking perhaps that I 
had been won over, was more wildly 
eager with his arms, his hands, all of his 
love, than I was, and the music, now 
faintly sighing in the background, was 
forgotten— 


FTERWARDS, Jim was all tender- 
ness and contrition. 

“You know I love you, Lori,” he 
whispered. “I’m sorry it happened like 
this.” 

“Tm not,” I said, still wrapped in the 
wonder of the strange new world of 
love. “I’m (Continued on Page 60) 
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I sat there lost in my music. 
unaware even of Eddie until he 
said. “Is it true vou’re leaving 7” 

















myself even my parents had been afraid to ay 


tell me. And after that I just wanted to die © 
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“At school I felt as if everyone were 


= ~ staring at me, as if they somehow 
could tell I wasn’t like them 





into going home with me for a Saga 
wich, so I could pick up my English ~ 
report that I’d left on the dresser and 
needed for sixth period. 

The kitchen door was closed, but | 
heag@iAtint Rose talking to Mama. Be- 


a 










called out | saw a pile of mail on 
the hall stand and | stopped to see if 
there was any for me. I didn’t intend 
to “eavesdrop” until | heard my aunt’s 
odd, tense voice. 

“ .. but why not, Polly? It worked 
out okay for you—Betty’s a darling girl 
—Bob couldn’t possibly love her any 
more if she was really his child—” 

A funny sick-like pain shot up into 
my chest, a scared sort of feeling that | 
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‘DIFFERENT! 


was hearing something I wasn’t sup- 
posed to hear, something I wouldn’t 
want to hear. 

“I know, Rose,” Mama’s gentle, pa- 
tient voice came next. “But artificial 
insemination was the doctor’s solution 
and Bob insisted on it—you’re suggest- 
ing not even telling Harold. I—I’d be 
afraid to risk it—you’ve no idea how 
he would react when he found out—” 

“But how could he find out? You've 
kept it a secret from everybody but Bob 
and the doctor—and me! I haven't 
mentioned it to anyone but you—” Aunt 
Rose stopped then and from the sniffling 
noises I knew she was crying, “. . . it’s 
ruining our marriage, Polly,” she 
sobbed, “he wants a family, sure, but 
he’s afraid of—well, you know how his 
brother Rudy is—This way I'd just get 
pregnant and he’d assume it was really 
his—he wouldn’t care once I was really 
pregnant—” 

They said other things but none of it 
registered with me—all that screamed 
through my head was he couldn’t pos- 
sibly love her any more than if she was 
really his child! 1 wanted to burst in 
and make her say it again, make her say 
it was some other Betty, not me. But my 
hand froze on the door knob. I stood 
there and watched the beads of sweat 
come out on the skin. Just then I saw 
Maggie through the screen door, still 
on the porch where I left her playing 
with our neighbor’s dog, and I ran out 
to her before she could call to me and 
let Mama know I was there. 


I didn’t realize I was running and 
pulling Maggie by the hand down the 
street until she cried, “Hey—wait a 
minute! What about lunch? Wasn’t 
your Ma home?” 

“No—no she wasn’t home,” I lied, al- 
most choking on the words, “if we hurry 
we can get a sandwich at the drugstore 
—T’ll treat—.” 

I thought I knew what artificial in- 
semination meant, but—oh how I hoped 
I was wrong! I scarcely waited until we 
were at the counter before I blurted out, 
“Remember last month in physiology— 
what'd Doctor Finley call it—when they 
got the guinea pigs pregnant by injec- 
tion—in that heredity test he lectured 
about?” 

“You mean artificial insemination?” 

“You—-sure that’s what he called it?” 
I said it slow, to digest the horrible idea. 

“Yeah, remember Ruby Lee said what 
a dirty trick to play on a cute little ma- 
ma guinea pig especially if she liked 
papa guinea pigs and Doc got sore 
*cause everybody laughed?” 

I looked at my coke and sandwich in 
front of me, and I couldn’t touch it. Yet 
half an hour ago I was starved. 

“Why you want to know—doing a 
term paper on it or something?” Maggie 
asked and my tongue stuck to the roof 
of my mouth and I could feel my whole 
body get hot and moist beneath my 
clothes. I locked my hands tight in my 
lap to stop their shaking. I looked at my 
coke glass, and suddenly it became a 
glass tube. 

A glass tube! My real father was 
something in a glass tube! He was once 
in one of those like Doctor Finley kept 
in the rack on his table. A doctor had 
made Mama pregnant with an injection 
needle—I was the result of something 


numbered and labeled in a refrigerate 

Maybe I’d been on a shelf, alongside 
glass tubes labeled monkeys—dogs— 
guinea pigs‘or human baby germs! — 

All sorts of crazy things rac 
through my mind—-silly, fantast 
thoughts—and suddenly I imagined e 
eryone in the store looked at me, th 
they could see I was something od 
something different. Even Maggie stare 
at me, her dark eyes wide and puz: 
as though she had never seen me befor 
—yet we'd been inseparable friend 
since kindergarten days. 

“Hey—you better eat—it’s almost 
one. We'll be late,” she said, and her 
words sent another chill all through m 

“I’m not going back to school,” 
said, “I’m sick—tell Mrs. Fisher I h 
to go home, that I got sick.” And 
really was. So sick and miserable it 
all I could do to get up from the coun’ 
and run out of that store. 

“Wait for me—!” Maggie called h 
I didn’t stop. I ran and ran until | 
reached the park and the little wind 
shelter house the band used on Sund 
I huddled in a corner of a bench, a 
cried. I didn’t know Maggie had com 
in until she put her arm around 1 
“What in the world’s wrong, honey 
you catching something?” 

“Go away and leave me alone,” | 
begged. “Please, Maggie!” but she j 
wiped the tears off my face and then I 
was saying what I feared from the first 
moment I heard my Aunt Rose, “You 
won't like me, Maggie—nobody will— 
I just found out something horrible 
about myself! I wish I was dead— 
wish I was dead!” And I meant it. | 
never wanted anything in my life a 
much as I wanted that moment for the 
floor to open up and swallow me. 





How could I know anything about myself ? 
Now that I knew I was different, how 


could I trust myself in any situation, 
how could I know what I would do? 
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“What'd you find out—you got two 
heads or something?” She tried to make 
me laugh, she always could other times 
—but not now. 

“How would you feel if you just found 
out you came from a glass tube? And 
that your father wasn’t your father!” My 
heart pounded so it hurt and I had to 
stop to get my breath before I could 
finish the hateful words. “How’d you 
like knowing your Ma got you like Doc- 
tor Finley said they did with the guinea 
pigs?” 

“You mean—artificial insemination? 
What gave you that stupid idea?” she 
declared and I told her what I’d heard 
Aunt Rose and Mama say. 

“Oh Maggie—I’d rather be illegiti- 
mate—like Ruby Lee—at least some- 
body’d know who my father was! Even 
adopted—just anything, but—but—” | 
couldn’t finish, I just couldn’t say it. 

’ she said 


6 
‘I—know what you mean,’ 


a 
-*Come on, baby,” Tony 
“said, “you're my girl to- 


» “ight.” But the terrible 


3 ecret that forced me to 
‘vo out with him made 
“ne cold, and scared 


it quietly, but she looked at me so funny 
I thought she was trying not to let on 
how shocked she really was at what I 
told her. “But why get so upset about 
it?” she went on. “What difference does 
it make, really? At least you know you 
weren't just an accident like most kids 
in the world are!” 

“What difference does it make?” I 
cried. “Maybe I’m some kind of an ex- 
periment! If they wanted a kid why 
didn’t they just adopt one! Oh Maggie 
—I hate my mother—!/ hate her, I hate 
her—” I kept repeating it and when I 
saw the shock on Maggie’s face I sud- 
denly wanted to shock the whole world. 
“And you can tell all the kids at school 
I’m a freak—and if they want to ever see 
me again, they can come to the house 
and pay admisison. I’m never going 
back to school!” 

“Oh, for Pete’s sake, Betty!” she 
sounded angry and | thought, already 


my best friend is changing towards me 
—soon none of the nice kids in school 
will want to be seen with me—they’ll 
talk about me like they used to with 
Ruby—maybe even Ruby won’t want to 
talk to me! “Stop acting so goony—let’s 
think this thing out—” Maggie went on, 
but I didn’t pay any attention to her. 
Nothing she could say would help. 

“. . . Ruby’s pa was a real flesh and 
blood man not just some germs in a 
glass tube!” I thought out loud. Then 
I got my compact out and studied my 
face in the mirror. They gave me the 
part of the Indian Princess in the play 
at Christmas time, because of my 
straight features, and black hair. My 
eyes were large and dark like the folks’, 
but my hair was soft and wavy. I didn’t 
look like-Mama—neither did I look like 
the Daltons. No wonder no one ever 
said I looked like my father. But—who 
did I look like? (Continued on Page 64) 
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wasn’t really as much his fault 


I told myself. After all, every 
| has a chance to decide whether 


she'll go right or wrong... 


HE SMELL OF SUMMER hung 

thick and warm in the tall, lush grass 
and honeysuckle bushes surrounding the 
tired, worn houses of Elm Thicket that 
July night. In the other homes along our 
winding, zig-zag dirt street, people were 
making ice water or drinking beer or 
sitting in the swings and on the steps 
outside, fanning themselves and talking 
about the weather and laughing over 
small jokes. 

But it wasn’t that way in our house; 
there was never anything to laugh about 
there, especially when Big Ed was in his 
liquor—which was most of the time. 

“I tell you, Sarah, this girl is gonna’ 
mean you nothin’ but trouble,” he 
growled at Mama. “You should’a heard 
what Herman Greer had to say about her 
in town today, how she was switchin’ 
her fanny along in that tight dress, like a 
bitch in heat, playin’ up to every man on 
the street.” 

“Mary Elizabeth! 


words and eyes accusing me, just like 


” 


Mama gasped, her 


every sentence that came out of Big Ed’s 
mouth had to be the gospel. 

“] wasn’t playing up to anybody, 
Mama,” I pleaded. “I can’t help the way 
{ walk—and I can’t help it if we can’t 
afford any clothes and all my dresses are 
a size too small.” I shot Big Ed a cold 
glance as | added that last part. 

Big Ed wiped away a trickle of whisky 
spilling down his grizzly chin. “Don’t go 
playin’ high and mighty with me or [’ll 
whip the livin’ daylights out of you,” he 
snarled. 

I said nothing. More than once I had 
felt the weight of his huge, hairy hand 





ross the side of my face. Why did 
Sama ever marry him? | cried inside. | 
Thy did she do this to Little Jim and 
Mervin and Anna Sue and me? 
didn’t realize then, but I suppose 
that we were the very reason that 


did marry Big Ed after Daddy 
Daddy had bought the house and 
we always seemed to be enough 
bthes to wear and good things to eat 
hen he was alive. But then he had died 
sddenly of a bad heart and there was : 
mst enough insurance to put him under 
mound. Mama had to go to work and 3 
he house began to get rundown and I 
Whad to grow up fast, trying to go to 
school and help take care of two brothers 
d a sister. I was only eleven at the 
and Little Jim was six and Marvin 

pd Anna Sue were just babies. 
| Pretty soon I wasn’t looking at things 
Hhrough a child’s eyes anymore. I real- 
ized that we were poor and that every- 
body in the neighborhood where we 
ed was poor. Sometimes there wasn’t 
fenough to eat in our house, and when- 
fever that happened Mama would always 
Sretend that she wasn’t very hungry, or 
that she had been eating a lot on her job 
t tday. There wouldn’t be too much on 
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=~ Why couldn't Daddy havéllived? Tt seems | 
- I never knew what trouble was until he died 
and another man came to take his place 





‘PLL 
MARRY 
YOU IN 
HELL!’ 


plate, either, and Mama would say: 
You’re gettin’ to be a big girl now, 
Mary Elizabeth. You have to watch 
your figure or you'll get so fat the boys 
won't like you.” 

| really wasn’t getting fat, but I wasn’t 
exactly skinny either, and boys not lik- 
ing me was the least of my problems. 
Even then there were plenty of them try- 
ing to paw over me, especially the older 
and bigger boys when I first went to 
high school. 

But | liked some of those nights when 
we were hungry best, because then 
Mama would try to joke or talk to me, 
which was something she didn’t have 
time to do much since Daddy died. She 
was working all the time and about all 
she ever talked to me about was whether 
| had washed all the clothes or done the 
ironing or had enough groceries for the 
next day and things like that. She spent 
a lot of time with Marvin and Anna Sue 
though, because they were so young and 
he felt so guilty about having to leave 
them alone so much of the time. 

Little Jim wasn’t much help either. 
Oh, he was a nice enough kid, I guess, 
but he didn’t like being bossed around 
by me, which is the way most brothers 
and sisters get along. 

\ll in all, I was pretty much of a 
loner, not because I wanted it so, but 
because that was the way it had to be. I 
didn’t have time to fool around after 
school, so I never become a part of the 

gang,” like other girls. And I didn’t 
like the way boys acted so I didn’t want 
to be bothered with them, even if I had 
had the time. 
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So I just went my own way, working 
and studying and reading a lot. It wasn’t 
too bad a life, I didn’t think then. 

But I could tell Mama was worried a 
lot. It had been a couple of years since 
Daddy died, and the strain of taking 
care of all of us was beginning to tell on 
her. She began to have headaches and 
not feel well most of the time, and I 
guess she was figuring that the day was 
coming when she wouldn’t be able to 
work and take care of us, and there 
wouldn’t be anybody else to do it. 

That’s about the time Big Ed started 
to come around. I didn’t pay too much 
attention to him at first, except that it 
seemed sort of funny to see a man 
around the house again. Big Ed would 
come by and laugh and joke a little with 
us kids, and then he would usually pull 
out a little bottle and he and Mama 






had been doing most of the things } 
said for a long time: washing, ironing, 
cooking, taking care of the kids. 

I didn’t mind him bossing me arour 
as much as I did the way he starte 
treating Little Jim and Marvin. Almo 
from the first he was mean to then 
beating them at the slightest provoe; 
tion, like when Little Jim tore his over. 
alls fishing and when Marvin broke 
quart of milk while getting a drink fror 
the refrigerator. 

I couldn’t stand that. All of us ki¢ 
had gotten spankings when we had them 
coming, but now Big Ed was downright 
brutal. But the first time I tried to stop 
him from beating one of the boys was 
the first time I tasted my own blood 
from the cut inside my mouth where he 
gave me a backhanded slap. 

| wondered why Mama never stopped 

















The bartender at the Moon Palace wasn’t too 


careful about keeping minors out, and I was 


glad he wasn’t, because after Big Ed and his 


brutal treatment I needed some place to go 


would sit at the kitchen table and talk 
and drink. I guess being able to drink a 
little at the end of a hard day was new to 
Mama, and it seemed to kind of pick 
her up a little. But pretty soon I didn’t 
like the way Big Ed would start to hug 
and kiss on her after they got to 
drinking. 

But it wasn’t any of my business; I 
was just a big kid in the way. 

Then one day Mama and Big Ed came 
home together arm-in-arm and laughing, 
and Mama called all us kids together and 
told us that she and Big Ed had gotten 
married. It didn’t mean much to the rest 
of the kids, but that night, when I was 
alone with Anna Sue in the little bed- 
room we shared, I cried. 


VERYTHING CHANGED around 
our house after that. Big Ed took 
charge; he left no doubt about that. He 
started telling me what to do, although I 





him, but pretty soon I knew why. | 
could see the fear in her eyes—she was 
as scared of Big Ed as the rest of us. 

The only person that Big Ed didn’t 
pick on was Anna Sue. He seemed to 
really like her, and after he had been 
drinking and cursed and raised cain 
with all the rest of us, he would take 
Anna Sue and sit her on his knee and 
tell her stories. 

That was the way things went around 
our house for almost four years. Some- 
how I managed to bear it, graduating 
from high school in the meantime. | 
would have gotten a job right away but ers 
Mama was so sickly by that time that I 
had to do all the housekeeping. About 
the only pleasure I ever had was going § i? 
down to the Moon Palace on a hot night 
and drinking a glass of beer. 

The Moon Palace was no palace at all. 
It was just a beer joint, pure and simple. 
A lot of (Continued on Page 70) © 





Billy was the best looKing boy I had ever seen, . 
and I knew,if I was ever going to get out of 
the mess at home, I’d better be nice to him 
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Winning Mark over was not easy, and it took time, but he was 
such an adorable and devoted child that once he had accepted 


me he wouldn’t let anybody come between us or take my place 












HEN I ANSWERED the ad in the paper I didn’t know 

whether I’d be hired or not. I know it doesn’t sound 
very glamorous applying for a job as a housekeeper and 
babysitter, but when you don’t have any family of your own 
and there’s little hope that there ever will be one—well, 
you're happy just to care for other people’s children as if 
they were your own. At least that’s how | felt. 

I'd had plenty of experience with children because I'd 
worked for a long time as a nurse’s aid in the children’s 
ward of the hospital, and I’ve always loved little kids. | 
guess I would have had a dozen if I were married. But I 
was already 28 and there were no prospects for a husband. 
It seemed as if I were doomed to spend the rest of my life 





alone. 

There had been boy friends, earlier. I remember the 
fellow I used to date right after | graduated from high 
school. I was crazy about him and | thought sure he was 
going to ask me to marry him, but everything just sort of 
fell apart when I began to urge that we get married. 

“Heck, Fran, why get married and strapped with kids 
now?” he said. “We’re young. Live it up awhile—there’s 
always time for a wedding.” 

I suppose I got more desperate when my folk died not 
long after that. Mom and Pop had me late in life so they 
were getting up in years. They both passed away with heart 
attacks within months of each other. So there I was with 
no one and every man who dated me was scared off by my 
longings for a family and security. I found out too late that 
men don’t like to know they’re being chased. Anyway, they 
always dropped me for girls who were ready to have a good 
time and weren’t so serious. 

That’s when I turned to the hospital work and put in long 
hours. I’d even take double duty if one of the girls was 
sick or couldn’t come in. For a week or a month or how- 
ever long the children were in the ward they could be mine 
to care for. 

Then one warm afternoon while I was on my break, I 


happened to pick up the paper and glance through the want 














What I did was wrong—taking something that 


doesn’t belong to you is never right—but is it 
§ oy § 
so terrible to try to find love? 


ads and noticed this one for housekeeper wanted—live in— 
care for two motherless children. I don’t know exactly 
what made me decide to answer it—maybe because | felt 
so sorry for the little kids. 

Anyway, that very evening, as soon as I’d finished my 
shift at the hospital, | took a bus across town to the new 
subdivision. The address was 2765 Walnut and it was a 
nice place, not too big but comfortable, and the kind of 
home I’d always dreamed of having. 

Mr. Gilbert was the man who had placed the ad, and he 
made me feel at ease right away with his pleasant smile. 
He wasn’t much older than I was but there was a grey streak 
through his hair and worry lines across his forehead. Those 
lines seemed to ease up after we'd talked. 

“You seem like just the person I need,” he said, looking 
me over carefully with his soft brown eyes. 

I shifted in my chair and self-consciously smoothed my 
hair. After meeting Mr, Gilbert I wanted that job. Any 
children of his would certainly be as nice as he appeared 
to be. 

“My wife died six months ago,” he went on sadly. 
“Cancer. The children have been with friends, shifted 
around. I’m gone a lot. Have to travel on my job. But I’d 
like to keep the twins—I didn’t tell you they were twins— 
Melissa and Mark. They'll be six next month. I’d like the 
twins in their own home. It isn’t right to have to visit them 
at the Johnsons or the Millers—as good as they are to 
them. Besides they all have families of their own. well, 
you know what I mean. I want us to be together in this 
house.” 

“T think I can handle the job, Mr. Gilbert,” I said eagerly, 
my heart going out to him. 

“The salary won't be terrific but you'll have your own 
room and bath, and Sundays off. When can we start?” 

And that’s all there was to it. I had the job. Of course 
I had to have a letter of recommendation sent over from 
the hospital and a week later I gave up the little apartment 
I had right around the corner. It was a hot sticky Sunday 
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NOT MINE TO HAVE 


e when | moved into the Gilbert house with what few 
ngs I had. 
Melissa and Mark stared wide-eyed at me when they were 
» say hello. They had the same soft eyes as their 
ut other than that, for twins they didn’t look much 
Melissa was light and Mark was a rich brown color. 
ere both dressed in the same type of cool shorts and 
though, and both of them seemed to have the same 
ired expression on their faces. 
y are you, Miss Warner,” they said politely, and that 
| heard or saw of them that evening. 
ppose they were off in their own room whispering 
e and wondering what kind of a person Id be. But 
only natural and I’d just take my time and soon 
see that I wanted to love them and help care for 





was a wonderful, busy, exciting week learning all about 

i} ot hildren. What kind of things they liked to eat, the TV 
ams they liked to watch, how they had fun, and where 

thing was kept in the house. Slowly, shyly they began 

to me and ask questions. I had all I could do to 

rom throwing my arms around them and explain that 

snted to do was help fill the empty spot their mother 


though the house wasn’t mine I had fun working 
fussing with special treats in the kitchen, polishing 
] furniture, washing clothes, doing all the things I would have 
lone for my own family had I had one. I bubbled inside 
th happiness. In the morning I’d wake up humming and 
s and go to bed at night with a prayer of thankful- 
yn my lips. At least if I couldn’t have my own children 
me | had the next best thing. I even felt guilty taking 
heck from Mr. Gilbert. This wasn’t a job—it was a 
f love. 
went on picnics every chance we got that summer. I’d 
the housework done in the morning and then we'd 
lunch and take a bus to the beach or to one of the 
arks where there was a swimming pool. They liked 
front best though, because they could build castles 
and and play in the waves when the water was rough. 
ven we had the blanket laid out one afternoon and I 
egun to pull sandwiches out of the lunch basket, the 
started chasing each other with buckets of cold water 
1e lake. Melissa was pretty much of a tomboy and 
| to tear around and tease as much as her brother. 
pay too much attention to their squeals and shouts, 
suddenly the tone change and Melissa was scream- 
Come quick, Fran! Hurry, hurry! It’s awful! Mark 
self!” 
nped up and ran over to Mark, crumpled in the sand 
urds away. Blood was oozing from a gash on his 
| he was trying hard not to cry, but tears forced 
y from under his tightly closed eyelids. 
ked him up and carried him back to our spot, trying 
Melissa who was jumping up and down and asking 
ically if she should go get a doctor. Fortunately, 
the cut wasn’t as bad as it looked. Mark had 











My life had been so empty before 
—and now it was so miraculously 
full. [had never before known such 
complete love. How could I let any- 


body take it all away? 


























“[’ve got some great news,” Mr. Gilbert 


said. “I’m going to getmarriedagain.” But 





i mma 


; I stood there, numb, my mind shockee — 








































stepped on a piece of glass, but it hadn’t gone too deep. I 
always put first-aid equipment in the picnic basket when we 
went anywhere—a habit from working so long in the hos- 
pital I guess—and it didn’t take long to get Mark cleaned 
up and bandaged. 

“That didn’t hurt one bit when you were fixing it,” Mark 
said, jutting out his chin and staring down his nose at the 
white gauze and adhesive. Then he looked up at me and 
grinned. “Gee, you were great, Aunt Fran!” 

“T’ll say!” Melissa nodded her head vigorously. 

I blinked to keep back the tears and taking Melissa’s 
hand, squeezed it hard and pulled her down beside me. | 
slipped my other arm around Mark and hugged them both. 
In their own way the twins were telling me they loved me. 
We had become very very close in just a few weeks time. 

Mark didn’t feel much like playing so we spent the rest of 
the afternoon lying on the sand, laughing and talking. We 
were having such a good time together that an old man 
walking along the beach stopped to chuckle with us. 

“Mighty fine family you have there,” he nodded, “fine 
boy and girl.” 

I didn’t bother to tell him the twins didn’t belong to me. 
What was the harm in pretending to a stranger that they 








were mine? It might have been all right if I’d only pre- 
tended for that one little time. But as the weeks drifted on, 
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I began thinking of the twins as “my family.” I guess I 
was even a little envious when Mr. Gilbert—Howard he 
said I should call him—wanted the children all to himself. 
It was foolish, | know. He was their only parent and good 
to them. I could see he wished he had more time to spend 
with them. 

When Mr. Gilbert—Howard—had an engagement on Sun- 
day afternoons | didn’t mind one bit giving up my day off. 
Where would I go anyway? I’d much rather spend my time 
mixing up a batch of cookies for the twins or listening to 
them chatter. 

More than ever I felt like Melissa’s and Mark’s mother 
when the first of September rolled around. Their father 
gave me money to buy school clothes—a few shirts and 
jeans and dresses. The twins were going into first grade. 
And on that special day I walked the six blocks with them 
to the large brick school building. I felt so proud watching 
them bounce along, their faces scrubbed and shining and 
looking so cute in their new clothes. I didn’t dream that 
morning that before long my happiness was going to dis- 
solve like sugar in steaming brew—and that brew would 
be bubbling, churning, hateful jealousy. 





S° I FLOATED THROUGH the holidays. Thanksgiving, 
Christmas, New Year’s, in my pretend world, doing all 
the little things I had always planned to do for a family 
of my own. I was even thinking of having a Valentine party 
for the twins. But Howard’s announcement spoiled all that. 
“Would you come in here a minute, Fran,” he called 
from the kitchen where he was playing with Melissa and 
Mark. 

I had just finished the dinner dishes, polished the twins’ 
shoes for the next day at school and straightened up the 
living room, and I was on my way to my room. I no more 
than stepped around the corner when he flashed a wide 
grin at us all and blurted: “I’ve some great news. I wanted 
you to hear it too, Fran. I’m going to get married again! 
She agreed last night. As soon as possible. The children 
will have a real mother again! I’m bringing her over for 
dinner tomorrow night. That okay, Fran?” 

I stood there—numb. A ‘real’ mother. Hadn’t I been 
mothering them? What would happen to me? Was he 
telling me to pack up and leave? It felt like the blood was 
draining from my face. I was so lightheaded I had to lean 
against the wall to keep from shaking. 

“That’s wonderful—Howard. I’m—very—happy for 
you,” I managed to get out. 

“Well, what about you two?” He patted Mark’s shoulder 
and lifted Melissa high in the air. “Don’t you think it’s 
good news? You'll love her. You already know her pretty 
well—Ginny Forbes, at the office. Kind, sweet, wonderful 
person. What’s the matter? Can’t you talk? What do you 
think, kids?” 

“It’s okay I guess,” Mark shrugged. 

I watched closely as I noticed Melissa’s chin quiver, but 
she didn’t cry. “We don’t need another mama—we’ve got 
Fran,” she said. “What will happen to our Fran?” 

“Oh, Fran will be around for (Continued on Page 56) 
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“Darling. I love you.” Mike said. “Will 
you come with me?” How could [—to 
leave my husband. my children. 

But now that I knew love. how could | 














ome With 
We... Youll 
\Vever Be 


SOTTY ... 


HE TELEPHONE RANG while I tucked Jimmie and Gay 


into bed in their fuzzy blue sleepers. They had begged to 


stay up until Mike, our guest for the evening, came. But 
after a day of running after them constantly, with them 


getting into mischief practically every minute, I was glad 
enough to get them off to bed. 

“Will Mike bring a present?” Jimmie demanded. 

“A present,” Gay echoed. She always repeated every- 
thing after Jimmie. They had the same soft, dark hair and 


let Mike eo? 


mischievous eyes, and dozens of little mannerisms that were 
identical. and strangers often mistook them for twins. And 
just let one of them get into mischief and the other was 
right there. 

The phone rang again. I could hear Kent in the shower, 
so | knew I'd have to answer it. I gave the children both a 
pat and ran downstairs. 

“Is Dr. Newton there?” a young, frightened voice asked. 

Dr. Newton was Kent, my husband. For a minute | 











"ve Got to go. Kent said. ‘You 


os better than to ask me to stay. 
ve you forgotten what it’s like to 
be a doctor’s wife?” 





| LED HIM ON 


2 UR ry agent are ee Ao 


thought. if | say no they li hang up. get Dr. Williams. kK 
just had to he home when Mike canie! But Kent was alr 
hurrsineg through the door. his black hair freshly con 


ind damp from the shower. 


ARE TA? HUME ay HE EAS OE 


| listened to his pleasant voice on the phone. his qu 
questions. hris Crisp orders. | knew just what would 
pen. \lwayvs when | needed him most. ot! 
need him more. Nothing would ever change! ; 
“TIL go on like this forever.” 
old rebellion flared up im me. Jt wasnt that I didnt 


Kent to be ambitious. but not at the expense 


ness. | was jealous of his absorption in his work 
Kent turned awa from the ph ne. his face grave. “The 
heen an accident down the road. honev. | 


quite a while. [im sorry this had to happen on Mike's f 
night home. but we'll make it up te h 
My breath caught amd my heart pounded. “Dont 


Kent! | eried. “Just this once couldn't Dr. Williams t 








vour place? 


. 3 

He caught mn clingin@ hands in his and his eves st 

e. questioninely. It was alimest as H 
Mike's voice that last night wv vere tog 


“You belong with mes Misa — not with Kent. ~ 
he back to stay and then vou 
“Lisa. have vou forgotten what it = like 


wife? Kent asked. “I told vou sometimes I'd be late 


nieals. or maybe not even here. | told vou somet es 
he gone all night. and Most of the burden of raising 
children would fall on vou. What- weor dar ae 


vou forgotten 7 
bor a moment he held me close and | clung to | 

to speak. but what could Tsay? | « 

stand about my loneliness or ms lor t ! 


romance Mike could give me. byen to me it just 


sense. because | loved no one Lut Ke 


Was I responsible for what happened to Mike? Did 
I drive him to do it? How could I live with my- 


self if I had, each day having to bear the terrible 
burden of guilt? Deep in my heart I knew I[had... 
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I knew Kent had to leave, and as I watched 
him go, fear and excitement raced through me. 
Mike would be here shortly. Could I control my 
feelings—alone with him—till Kent got back? 


life would be like without him, but I couldn’t forget Mike’s 
gaiety, his cnarm, or being so stirred by his nearness when 
we were alone together. 

Now Mike was coming tonight and if Kent went away I'd 
be alone with him for hours. While fear touched me like a 
cold mist, excitement ran through me like a tiny flame. | 
hadn’t wanted to have Mike to dinner on his first night home 
after his discharge from the army, but Kent had his heart 
set on it. He didn’t get to see Mike very often. 

Before I knew either of them they’d both started out to be | 
doctors, but Mike had dropped out and enlisted in the air 
force back in 1942, and had come out a lieutenant. He’d 
been recalled to active service last October, but now he’d 
been discharged and he had returned to Valley Mills to help 
Dave Miller, the airport manager, with flight instruction and 
aircraft charter service. 

Kent squeezed my hands and kissed me, then completely 
unaware of the turmoil in my heart, he picked up his bag 
and left. 

Maybe he’ll get back in time, I thought, as I hurried into 
our bedroom and slipped into my pale green linen dress. 
But even while I hoped he would, I kept picturing Mike and 
I alone in the soft glow of the candlelight. I took the pins 
out of my pin curls and brushed out my hair. I trembled as 
I recalled the deep throb of Mike’s voice, “I/ you were mine 
I'd think of you every minute. You'd be the most precious 
thing in the world to me!” 1 closed my eyes, trying to forget 
his warm sweet lips on mine as he kissed me good-by, the 
dearness of him... 

What had happened to me? Once I’d planned cozy little 
dinners for Kent and me and thought I’d never ask for any- 
thing more in life. I’d been so proud of my dark, handsome 
husband, proud of the work he was doing, and hadn’t minded 
too much that he spent what few moments he could find in 
deep medical research. I knew he was doing it because he 
was so anxious to make good for Jimmie and Gay and me. 

Jimmie was born a year after our marriage, and Gay ten 
months after that. They were so beautiful, our children, with 
their soft curly heads and dark eyes. Oh, I knew how much 
I had to be grateful for. It was such fun to dress plump little 
Gay in starched dresses that came above her dimpled knees, 
and watch grave-eyed Jimmie’s protective attitude toward 
her when they played. And Kent was so good to us. 

We were a happy little family—then suddenly everything 
was changed. Kent’s father died and he decided to take over 
his practice in Valley Mills. I cried at first when I found 
out he really meant to leave the city and his job in one of 
the big medical institutes. But I found out it wasn’t just a 
spur-of-the-moment idea of Kent’s. It was a dream he’d had 
since his own boyhood in Valley Mills and my tears couldn’t 
change him. 

“I’ve got to go, Lisa,” he pleaded against my sobs. “I 
love the people in Valley Mills. 1 worshipped my father and 
was proud of the work he was doing. I wanted to be like 
him. Now I’m going back to take his place. The folks there 
will never forget Dad, but someday I’ll be ‘old Doc Newton,’ 
and maybe in time they'll love me as much as they did him. 
We still have each other, Lisa, and we'll be happy.” 

Happy? Oh, I tried so hard—for Kent and the children 
as well as myself. Valley Mills was a clean little town, of 
less than four thousand inhabitants, (Continued on Page 51) 
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make him or 
him. She can 
good man to 
Without bother- 
raise her finger, 
can destroy and 


all kinds of havoc 


| ARGUMENT had been a 
one, strung out against a 
d of the thumping juke 
d ranging from one end 
bar to the other as the 
me philosophers—some too 
to be reasonable—tossed 
ject back and forth among 
elves. And now, as the 
omers filtered out, Jim 
on his stool, watching the 

as he silently wiped the 
and finished washing the 
s. He had to get up, and he 

He had to go home, there 
) getting around it. 






1¢ Most Dangerous 
ind of Woman 





“One for the road,” he said in a half- 
question. But Clyde shook his head neg- 
atively. “You can’t beat that woman with 
a whiskey bottle,” he said. “Let’s face 
it, man, you've got the kinda case there’s 
no cure for. You love her and you know 
it, and what’s worse, she knows it, too. 

“T don’t care what kind of woman she 
is, young, old, fat, skinny, as bad as sin 
or as pure as an angel. When she finds 
she’s got a man weak for her, that he 
loves her so much that he’ll do anything 
she says, then for him she’s the most 


dangerous kind of woman alive.” 

Like it or not, Clyde had a point. Too 
many men pursue love with a blind spot, 
considering its joys and being com- 
pletely ignorant about its hazards. For 
them, love is a “kick,” a brightly lit 
merry-go-round of emotions piled on top 
of one another. 

“It may or may not be love,” they 
think, “but if it isn’t then this is how 
I'd like for it to be when it comes. I 
like her, she likes me, we like the same 
things and we get along well together.” 


‘The saddest thing about it is that 
When a man sees it happening, he’s 
powerless to do anything about it 


With this thought in mind, the young 
man stops skipping across peaks and 
settles down to the groove of “getting to 
know” the girl... probing within 
himself and quizzing her on the odds 
for their long range success; consider- 
ing marriage, family, and the natural by- 
products of being in love. And this is 
where the trouble begins. 

She asks him to prove himself, and if 
he’s in love he tries. At first, she need 
only ask and he will try to give her the 
moon. She’s happy getting; he’s happy 
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The Most 
Dangerous 
Kind of Woman 


giving, and there is no hint that t 
may have started down the road to pc 
tential danger—a one-way street o 
which the extent of her favor is deter 
mined by how much he gives. 

Unless the woman is no more than @ 
grasping female, out to milk a man fo 
all she can get, what happens when she 
finds herself on the receiving end of his 
generosity and his love is a natural 
thing. If she has been spoiled as a child, 
she carries with her into adolescence and 
adulthood the attitude that a man is like 
a magic lantern—make a wish, rub him 
the right way, and the wish is fulfilled, 

Jim’s problem was common. Like 
many men in love he could not resist the 
impulse to seek JoAnn’s favor and ap 
proval. But it was not until he reached 
the limits of his ability to give, that he 
began to sour on the prospect of being 
so tied to her that he could not say “no.” 

Had he realized earlier that it was pos 
sible to say “no” to a woman, he prob- 
ably would have found her willing to 
listen to reason. For, if loving him she 
had known that he was being taxed be- 
yond his abilities, she would hardly 
have threatened their relationship by 
being unreasonable in her demands. 

Many men, after such an unfortunate 
love affair would declare that the best 
answer to the problem is “don’t fall in 
love.” Others would contend that the so- 
lution is not to let the heart rule the head. 

The most satisfactory answer, however, 
seems to be somewhere between. If you 
are weak, resign yourself to the fact that 
you'll suffer the same fate as Jim. But 
with a little reason and a lot of back- 
bone, the most dangerous woman in 
your life need not be your Waterloo. If 
she loves you, she won’t pout for long 
when you say “no.” Say it often enough 
when the situation demands it, and she 
will get accustomed to the fact that you 
can not be shoved into a corner by the 
sign of a tear. 

For while the woman you love might 
be the most dangerous kind you'll ever © 
meet, she can be controlled. If not, leave 
her. You'll never have a moment’s peace 


if you don’t! THE END 













Cocktail Fashions 
for Young 
sophisticates 


OR THE “just-turned-21” the big word 
Fi. sophistication. Fashions are chosen 
with an eye toward that indefinable but 
very necessary something that lends an 
air of maturity to the voung. The silk 
linen sheath on the right has shoe string 
straps under a button front bolero fea- 
turing the new funnel sleeves. Retail 


price: about 330. 
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YOUTHFUL JUNIOR is constantly 
earch of the sophisticated effect. 
dresses are being designed in 
es, sheer nylons, and soft silks, 
fashioned into sheaths and softly 
full skirts. Elegance and simplic- 
ine are the keynotes in today’s 
tyles. 
of the interesting features of the 
tior fashions is the wide variety 
; available. Dresses come in fas- 
shades, such as hot pink, maize, 
, powder, tangerine, mint, and 
iolet, and because of these un- 
hades, have taken on a new look. 
es too have been given a fashion 
with the cowl neck and sweet- 
eckline coming into full play. 
ont necklines with deep V and 
cks are also coming into promi- 
ran’s dresses are all by Junior 
and were taken on location at 


’relude” in New York City. 
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Cotton lace dress (above) has long torso, with full skirt and cap sleeves. 
Scoop neckline in front changes to deep V back, and large satin bow 
gives added back interest. Black gloves heighten sophisticated effect. 
Dress comes in beige, pink and powder shades. Retail price: about $25. 
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Two piece costume (left) has Chantilly type lace bolero that buttons 
at the back over a chiffon sheath. Sleek sheath has shoe string straps 
and a soft, crushed inset cummerbund. This two piece costume comes 
black, white, pastel pink, and the new blue. Retail price: about $25. 





Cocktail dress (right) is of Dupont sparkling nylon, has 
sweetheart neckline and is sleeveless. It has a shirred bodice 
and bouffant skirt. Comes in violet, blue. Retail price $25. 





Chiffon dress (above) has a cowl neck, 
sleeveless bodice and crushed inset cum- 
berbund. Skirt is full bouffant. Dress 
comes in red, black, maize, lilac, tur- 
quoise and copen. Retail price: about $25. 


Dress (right) is of sheer nylon. Bodice has shoe 
string straps and a satin cummerbund accented with 
a rose, Skirt is full, has two tiers. Comes in tange- 
rine, mint and wood violet. Retail price: about $25. 
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BEAUTY 
AIDS 


-Y WOMAN wants to look as at- 
tive as possible, and one of the 
portant factors in an attractive 
ice is a clear, radiant com- 

There are probably as many 
ion aids as there are stars in the 
it is only with a proper amount 
rch and knowledge that a beauty 

an really be effective. Cosmetic 
working with modern medicine 
aboratories, is the key to the 


advances made in beauty aids 


he ordinary woman who wants to 
attractive it is first necessary 
e the skin as thoroughly as pos- 
clean skin is one of the few 
es to a clearer, lovelier com- 
Then, by following closely the 
ns and steps listed by the pro- 


iccessful results can be obtained. 


the newest—and oldest—prod- 
the market is the Kathleen Mary 

Balanced Beauty Line, which 
y years operated on a very ex- 
level, and has only recently been 
vailable to the public. 
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a Pa 
Cleansing is the first, and the most important, step in beauty, and a thorough cleansing 


should be given to the skin each day. The Kathleen Mary Quinlan Pore Depth Cleans- 
ing Cream is perfect for all types of skin, and should be applied generously. 





”, a@ new beauty preparation to assure a vibrant Pore Depth Cleansing Cream features a unique combination of 
»mplexion, comes in liquid or cream form. It should cleansing oils and vitamins, removes grime and makeup quickly. 
noothed over face, neck with long upward strokes. It gives skin velvety appearance, should be massaged in. 













: han 


treat 


years we 
salon-ty) 
today, | 
adjustec 
within t 

The f 
plexion 
to rem 
quickly 
skin a s 
prepara 
deep cle 
to free t 
it is be 
warm, t 
a soft te 
and mo 
called “ 
age, sij 
usual s 
Vitalizir 
delight! 


in astrin 








1 Saas, CR Alar! YY he We AE Oy 



































HE KATHLEEN Mary Quinlan 

treatment and makeup items for 
years were sold only in the most elegant 
salon-type stores in the country. But 
today, through constant research and 
adjusted prices, these beauty aids are 
within the reach of every woman. 

The first step in this approach to com- 
plexion beauty is cleansing—with cream 
to remove deep grime and makeup 
quickly and thoroughly and give the 
skin a smoother appearance, with an oil 
preparation to prepare the pores for 
deep cleansing by a soap, and the soap 
to free the skin of impurities. After this, 
it is best to rinse the skin well with 
warm, then cool, water and pat dry with 
asoft towel. The next step is nourishing 
and moisturizing, by a new preparation 
called “Roborare,” which fights against 
age, signs of fatigue and strain, and 
usual skin difficulties. The last step— 
Vitalizing and toning—leaves the skin 
delightfully cool and clean, and comes 
in astringent form, for oily and dry skin. 





For extremely dry, sensitive skin, liquid roborare (above) 
should be used at night, but can also be applied during the 
day under makeup, for protection against wind and weather. 


Two or three times a week “Phenunguent Oil Penetration” 
(left) should be used for cleansing. It is applied by saturating 
a small piece of cotton, smoothing it over the face and neck. 





After cleaning, Special Formula Lotion can be applied. It leaves the skin cool, removes 
all traces of cleansing cream, gives a clean look and feel. To be used on the face and 
throat. Astringents for oily and dry skin have also been developed for after cleansing. 
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Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, which helps to cause 
blackheads, cheat you of charm. 
Chase away those bad-complex- 
ion blues with NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream. Nothing will improve 
your skin faster, in more different 
ways! 





Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NADINOLA works within 
the skin to brighten and lighten 
it, help combat blackheads and 










Wonderful things happen 


when your complexion is clear, bright, Nadinola-light 
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externally caused pimples. Soon 
your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napr- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you'll be pleased or your 
money back! There are two types 
of NADINOLA—one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


NADINOLA “= & 


BLEACHING CREAM 





FOR OILY SKIN FOR DRY SKIN 

: ' . x Nadinola Deluxe is The original Nadinota 

sst one jar will make your complexion brighter, »n-ily. Srightone aan is enriched with fine 
e ° lessens at cosmetic oils to relieve 

clearer, lighter and lovelier. same time. 75c to $2 dryness. 25c to $1.25 
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What About Chores 
By Dr. Edward W. Beasl 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


















AM SO DISTURBED about Pa 

and Tony,” Mrs. West complain 
“Am I completely out of touch with { 
times when I expect them to do s¢ 
household chores?” She continy 
“After all, Paula is eight and Tony 
nearly ten, and I just can’t pick up aff 
them all of the time.” She paus 
briefly, then went on. “What cho 
should I demand that they perform? 
it too much to ask them to empty th 
garbage, wash and wipe the dishes, 
the table and keep their own roo 
picked up?” . 

“Well, now, Mrs. West that’s quite 
program you have outlined for ye 
youngsters, though I don’t think it ist 



















































































reasonable for you to expect your chi 
dren to assume some of the burden dl 
running the home. It might be mo 
agreeable to them however, if instead 
demanding or even assigning the hou 
hold duties, you listed them and the 
allowed Paula and Tony to select 
ones that they would perform each week 
“It might be a good idea to include 
yourself and your husband in thee 
schedule, because then they could se 
that Dad has to clean the furnace and 
keep the car running, while you hav 
to market, cook, wash, iron and meni 
the rips and tears in their clothing.” | 
paused while Mrs. West nodded agree a 
ment. . a 
Continuing I said, “This would hej NO 
them to put their smaller duties in the * a3 
proper light, and not feel that they wer f "7. 


A 


~ 


being put upon. It is true that boys aaa 
as conscious of the division of work af 
a sexual basis as men are, plus the facia 
that at Tony’s age there is a natural i 
clination not to do anything that th 
don’t want to do. You have to en 
Tony’s support by showing him that th 
need his cooperation and help. 
Paula finds that Tony is going ale 
she'll fall in line.” 

Mrs. West smiled and said, “I'll t 
your advice, Doctor, and let you kné 
how it works. This might be just 
prescription we’ve been needing.” 












( ee OF THE Sets ‘of 


t ike 


good cooking is the ability 


n ordinary. evervday dish and. by imagina- 


| subtly blending it with another familiar product. 
nto-a dish with a new and different twist. Ordinary 
as Fritos. when blended into salads. food 
cive that added sparkle Miran dite 


ss. such 


party dips. will 


is hostess requires. 


Fasv-to-serve dips. snacks and unusual di 


so tempting that no guest will refuse. 
togethers of this tvpe are more e1 

feel that you are having fu 
vour hospitality when they can partake 
the delicious delicacies at the buffet tal 


repeatedly to an assortment of 





il get 
r guests 
1 
ikey te 
wail 1 
t selves 








Enchilada Pie 


ups Fritos corn chips in a cas- 
I can chili, 1 medium minced 

| cup Fritos. To 1 can undiluted 
tomato soup, add | cup grated 
heese and heat until melted. 
orn chips, chili and onions 
350 degrees for 30 minutes. 


Fritos Dressing 


es bread in water until moist. 
ups lightly crushed corn chips, 
hopped onion, 4, cup chopped 
up chicken stock, 1 tsp. poultry 
egg, 2 tsps. baking powder, 
dium chopped apple. After mix- 
bird as usual before baking. 
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HERE IS no need to worry over a 
party any more. Just plan your party 
around a variety of tasty and easy-to- 
prepare dips. Select your favorite lazy- 
susan and fill each bowl to the brim 
with a creamy dip. Never before have 
there been so many mouth-watering dips 
to choose from. Recipes for some of the 
many easy-to-make dips are listed below. 
Fritos Hot Cheese Dip: Heat 4% can Ro- 
tel tomatoes and green chilies. Add % 
lb. American processed cheese which has 
been cut into pieces. Heat over low flame 
until cheese is melted, stirring continu- 
ously. Serve hot with corn chips. 
Fritos Chili Dip: Heat 1 can chili 
(large) and %4 lb. cubed cheddar 
cheese together over low heat until the 
cheese is melted. Serve with king-size 
corn chips. 
Fritos Chocolate Mint Crunchies: Melt 
1 6-0z. pkg. semi-sweet chocolate pieces 
over hot water. Add %% tsp. oil of pep- 
permint and mix well. Stir in 144 cups 
lightly crushed corn chips, mixing until 
chips are thoroughly covered with choc- 
olate, and drop by spoonfuls on waxed 


paper. Chill and serve. 


Make 1 cup sauce from 2 tbsps. butter or margarine, 2 tbsps. flour, 1 cup milk. Mix in 2 slightly beaten 
egg yolks, add 1 cup cooked ham (cut in cubes), % chopped onion, \% tsp. salt, ¥% tsp. pepper, and 
I cup crushed Fritos. Fold into 2 stiffly beaten egg whites, and bake at 325 degrees for 30 minutes. 





























Tuna Salad 


Flake 1 can (7 ozs.) tuna, add Y cup Fritos corn chips, 4 tbsps. green pepper (chopped), 
4 thsps. celery (chopped), and 1 tsp. onion. Mix well with mayonnaise, and add tsp. 
pepper. Serve on lettuce leaf. Garnish with corn chips and sliced stuffed olives. 









Ham Souffle 
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Longer hair may now be yours 


| ... here is your 
= Raveen 


HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER 


» Gives your hair a softer, longer, more luxurious, satin-like look! 
* Helps check dry scalp, splitting hair and breaking ends! 


* Helps protect hair from moisture, 
dryness and dandruff! 
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for New RAVEEN! | y 






















Bea 
Raveen 
beauty! 


Look for Raveen at your favorite 
drug store or cosmetic counter i) 


| | * You'll generally find New RAVEEN > 
—in a prominent location wherever you are accustomed to buying your hair prepara- 7 

tions and other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beautiful RAVEEN display box. 

And you'll probably find that the sales person behind the counter will enthusiastically recom- 

mend that you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time you visit 

your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. 


If you can’t find New RAV EER - iss: send 


$1.25 (this includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tax and ISc for postage) to: SUPREME 
PRODUCTS CO., 624 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago §, Illinois. We'll ship your New 
RAVEEN to you af ence, postpaid. We'll ship C.O.D., if desired. 


Attention Dealers_j your wholesaler has not yet stocked 
New RAVEEN, send us his name and address ond we'll see that he gets some in 








at once. 
Money Back Guarantee — yo, mvs: be completely 
satisfied with the results secured from your very first jar of New RAVEEN . . . or send the 


unused portion back to us together with the name and address of the store where you bought 
it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. 


SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS CO. - 1808 S. Michigan Ave. - Chicago, 16, 111 
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I Led Him On 


(Continued from Page 37) 


Fat the foot of the mountains. The aspens 
sleamed among the green pines when we 
F moved into the “old Doc Newton” house. 


2 I hid my rebellion when I saw how 
4 open-hearted and friendly the people were. 
F At first I even loved the house. It was old 
and roomy with two enclosed porches and 
lots of windows. The long living room had 
; a big fireplace with wing chairs on either 
' side of it, and all of his father’s medical 
E books. 

But the house and the town made me 
‘feel like a prisoner. The thought of spend- 
ing the rest of our lives there was the last 
thing in the world I wanted to do. I 
cried bitter tears during the lonely hours 
Kent was on call. I longed for fun, gaiety, 
all the things I'd missed by marrying at 
seventeen. I’d been so sure then that the 
fulfillment of my dreams lay in marriage to 
Kent. But this wasn’t the way I’d planned 
my life at all. Sometimes I felt so bored 
with everything it seemed as if I couldn't 
/ go on. 

But that was before Mike Dawson came 
into my life. 

I hadn’t wanted Mike to come. Kent 
was always wanting me to serve on this 
committee or that, or entertain one of his 
many friends, and more often than not 
they'd turned out to be someone I didn’t 
care anything about. 





I hurried in from the kitchen when I 
heard their eager, incoherent greetings, 
and I had my first glimpse of Mike. He 
was two inches taller than Kent, with an 
infectious, devil-may-care grin that lifted 
me right out of the defiant mood I’d been 
in. He was the exact opposite of Kent. 
not at all the kind of man I’d have thought 
would be Kent’s best friend. My first 
thought was, “How handsome he is in his 
uniform!” In comparison Kent looked 
almost drab in his brown suit. 

Mike had scarcely been with us five 
minutes when he was tossing Jimmie into 
the air making him giggle, and charming 
baby Gay. It seemed almost as if he’d 
been with us always. 

» To think I hadn’t wanted him to come! 
ith him turning out to be such a swell 
uy, and the two men hashing over old 
Mappenings I was happier than I’d been 
r months, 

When he’d gone I said, “Tell me about 
him, Kent. Was Valley Mills always his 
home?” 

Kent laughed. “Well, off and on. His 
Parents were separated when he was 14 
and he’s been sort of a rolling stone. His 
tode is never to stay in one place too long. 
Especially after he had a taste of flying 
inthe Army. He’s worked at a lot of jobs 
‘ince then. in a lot of different places, 





























so soft, shining... 


so naturally beautiful 


New Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 
thin, too-curly hair look longer in 
just 3 days! Contains extra-rich 
lanolin to relieve dry, itching scalp, 
make hair look longer, softer, shinier. 
Long-Aid gives hair a_ protective 
shield against dampness helps 
keep hair straighter, smoother! New 
miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 
tion, kills certain scalp bacteria . 
keeps hair fresh, clean-smelling. 
ONLY $1.00—Economy size $3.00. 


TRY THESE OTHER AMAZING LONG-AID PRODUCTS: 





































<ammeeie, LONG-AID LONG-AID 
/ WHITE BLEACH 
| PRESSING Jao, AND Gow 
compounn | 2a Me cReaN LONG-AID 
only 60c aaa only 75c ACTALAN 
plus tax ins aii plus tax only 60c SOAP 
= *, —_LONG-AID 
| LONG-AID en \ iaaeiene 
| SULPHUR es 17 remover 
beer A only $1.00 SHAMPOO 
nde only 69c 











SESS S282 8888 MAIL NO RISK COUPON NOW BESS ESSE EEE 


Long-Aid Co., Dept. B-2 


P. O. Box 2505, Memphis 2, Tenn. 


Please rush me Long-Aid products checked below. Cash, check or money order enclosed. 
() Long-Aid Sulphur. $1.00 no tax. 


[] Long-Aid with K-7. Regular size $1.10 
including tax. (] Large Economy size 
$3.30 including tax. 

L] Long-Aid White Pressing Compound. 


[] Long-Aid Dandruff Remover Sham- 
poo. 69%c no tax. 
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O 


Long-Aid Actalan Soap. 60c no tax. 
Long-Aid Flowing Hot Oil. $1.10 in- 
cluding tax, 

Long-Aid Bleach and Glow. 83c in- 


cluding tax. 


(No C.O.D.'s outside continental United States. No orders shipped less than $1.00. IMPORTANT! 
You save C.0.D and postage charges by sending full amount with order Then we pay all postage!) 
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but he was always restless. Then last 
October he was recalled to active service, 


shortly before we moved here. So this is 
the first time I’ve seen him for ages.” 

“Will he spend his whole leave in Valley 
Mill [ asked. 

He says so,” Kent yawned. “Eighteen 
days. We'll see a lot of him.” 
W E DID SEE a lot of him. He made 

"an immediate hit with Jimmie and 
Gay. especially Jimmie. From the time 
Mike set foot in our house he never played 
with anything but planes. You’d think 
he never got any other toys, but they lay 


undisturbed in his toy box. 
Mike slipped into our lives with such 


ease and became so firmly a part of it. 
He had been very nice to me, but he’d 
certainly never done anything to make me 


think he was anything but the nice guy 
ind swell pal Kent had said he was. His 
gaiety made even the simplest ride seem 
like an adventure. If Kent couldn’t take 
me to a show or dinner, Mike could—and 
did. Sometimes we just sat before the 
fireplace, drinking coffee I had made, and 
talking. But the days of his leave went by 
and Mike never failed to mention 
it—to make me feel that the precious 
minutes were slipping away like quick- 
silver 

The last night of his leave he phoned 
me. “Get a sitter for the babies and come 
for a ride. This quiet life is giving me 
the willies.” 

\ly heart was pounding with excitement. 
“All right. T’ll be ready in a few minutes.” 

[ had a high school girl in and was 
dressed and ready to go when the doorbell 
rang. My heart swelled with pride as my 
eyes took in Mike’s wavy black hair, the 
healthy glow of his skin, his reckless smile. 
[ could never quite get over this tall, 
handsome man’s preference for me. It had 
been so long since I’d done anything for 
fun that I didn’t know how to be a gay and 
charming companion. But he made me 
feel wanted and beautiful and alive. 

‘Lisa.” Mike stopped the car and some- 
thing in his voice made me look at him 
questioningly. His eyes, like his voice, 
were strange. Hungry and dark. Without 
knowing why, I was trembling. 

He pointed to the sky studded with 
stars. then his hand found mine in the 
darkness. “To think that while I was up 
there in the clouds, dreaming of the girl 
I'd find some day, Kent was down here 
marrying her—the only girl in the world 
for me. All his life everything’s worked 
out right for him, as if the way had been 
mapped out for him and all he had to do 
was follow the dotted line.” 

The sudden bitterness in his voice 
shocked me. “Mike,” I said, “I thought 
you liked Kent.” 

‘T’m nuts about the guy, but I was al- 
ways jealous of him, too,” he admitted. 
“He was the one who got good grades 
in school, and the teachers all liked him. 


so tast 
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Everybody did, even down to babies. I 
could study my fool head off and it didn’t 
add up to the things Kent got out of his 
books. It was a long time before I realized 
maybe I wasn’t cut out to be a doctor, 
after all. When I started flying I realized 
what I’d been missing. Up there things 
just sort of fell into place. I’d look down 
on the world and all the little cares seemed 
to lift. I’m lonesome as the devil away 
from airplanes. but since I’ve met you I'll 
always be thinking you when I’m up there. 
Oh, Lisa, Lisa—” 

I pulled away from him sharply as he 
tried to draw me to him. This was all 
wrong. I couldn’t discount the intense 
awareness I felt toward Mike. I knew if 
I allowed him to kiss me Id be lost. 

“Don’t, Mike!” I shivered with fear 
that crept along my veins. “Let’s keep it 
the way Kent thinks it is.” 

Mike gave a short, harsh laugh. “I’m 
not sure Kent thinks about it at all,” he 
said. “He’s so busy with his own life, I’m 
sure it hasn’t occurred to him he might 
be cheating you.” 

“He never thinks of himself,” I said de- 
fensively. “There are so many others to 
think of.” 

“If you were mine I’d think of you 
every minute,” he whispered against my 
hair. “You’d be the most precious thing 
in the world to me. Oh, Lisa, how do you 
stand it? Don’t you ever want to kick 
over the traces, chuck it all and do things 
—like this—” 

Before I was aware he’d moved he had 
me in his arms, held in an embrace so 
tight I couldn’t move. As his lips met 
mine the world stood still and I was ob- 
livious to my surroundings. I hadn’t known 
there could be kisses like that, kindling a 
thousand flames along my veins. I 
wrenched myself from his arms, angry at 
him for kissing me, angry at myself for let- 
ting him, and brushed the shamed tears 
from my eyes. 

“I love your spirit, little Lisa,’ Mike 
said quietly. “I love your loyalty. But 
you belong with me—not with Kent. Some 
day I'll be back to stay, and then you'll 
have to decide between us.” 


HAT HAD BEEN the beginning. 

And now he was coming back—but 
with this difference. It wouldn’t be just a 
few days leave. He’d be here at the airport, 
so close that when I’d hear the drone of 
planes whirring across the sky I'd never be 
sure if it was Mike or not. But whether I 
was sitting in a cozy little restaurant drink- 
ing coffee with him, or picturing him zoom- 
ing across the sky in one of the training 
planes, my heart would be with him. Only 
he mustn’t ever know that. 

I wouldn’t see him alone any more after 
tonight. There’d be no more invitations 
to dinner with the chance of Kent being 
called away and Mike and I being left 
alone. It had happened often, a last min- 
ute telephone call when we'd had dinner 


guests and I'd had to entertain them alone 
—and it would happen again. “But not 
with Mike!” my heart cried. “I’m afraid 
of what will happen if ever I’m alone 
with him again!” 

I trembled as I heard the doorbell. I 
had my words all rehearsed, my pounding 
heart hardened—but all the calm and 
self-control I'd struggled so desperately 
for was gone when I saw him standing 
there grinning down at me. as handsome 
and vital as ’'d remembered him in all my 
dreams. 

“Lisa!” He crushed me to him with his 
great strength, and I knew that nothing 
had changed for Mike—nothing at all. I 
tried to say the words that would keep 
our relationship where it would have to be 
—worlds apart—but the stifling beat of 
my heart choked me. 

His eyes took in the table set for two, 
then met mine. I tried not to see the re- 
lief on his face that we were to have the 
evening alone, but I was terribly aware of 
the feel of his nearness and my mind was 
spinning like a crazy thing. 

I scarcely touched my food. I looked 
down at my plate and tried to force the 
food past the ache in my throat. But 
Mike ate as if he really enjoyed it, and he 
couldn’t get over telling me how good 
everything was. 

“Tf I hadn’t come you'd be eating alone.” 
His eyes caught and held mine. “You're 
too lovely to be lonely.” 

“Tt was an emergency,” I said. “Kent 
was as sorry as I am.” 

“I’m not,” he said softly. “It’s a good 
chance to get things settled.” 

“Tt is settled, Mike!” I cried. “Kent is 
my husband. I could never do anything so 
cruel as to leave him. Besides, think what 
the disgrace would do to his practice, 
what the people in Valley Mills would 
say.” 

“The devil with Valley Mills!” Mike 
exploded. “Think about yourself—about 
us. Be honest with yourself, Lisa. Haven't 
you sat here until you were nearly crazy 
with loneliness? You’ve got to decide now, 
or it’s got to be the end between us. I'll 
give up my job here and we'll go away— 
if that’s what you want. I can’t go on 
seeing you with him, torturing myself with 
jealousy.” 

A cry broke from me and I dropped 
my face in my hands. “Don’t say such 
things, Mike! I can’t bear it. It’s bad 
enough to feel so lonely and confused, so 
terribly guilty—” 

He came around the table and pulled 
my head against him, then drew me gently 
to my feet. “It will be all right, Lisa,” 
he whispered. “Kent’s a good guy and he’s 
no fool. If he knows what’s growing be- 
tween us he won’t try to hold you. Leaving 
him won't be as cruel as living with him 
and loving me.” 

I remember the candles flickered gently. 
The spring breeze came in the open win- 
dow, sweet and sharp. full of the smell of 
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lac and honeysuckle and pine. Then it 
was all mixed up with the sweetness and 
the strength of Mike’s arms around me. 

“God knows I tried, those months I was 
away, to stop my desire for you,” he cried. 
“Don’t think this is easy for me! It’s the 
frst time I’ve wanted anything so badly I'd 
be willing to throw over everything for it, 
even friendship with the grandest guy I 
know. I find no peace even flying any 
more. Your voice follows me, your face 
smiles at me from every cloud. [ll never 
be any good without you, Lisa!” 

All the old surging sweetness was there 
between us as his lips found mine. I 
pushed every thought aside except the 
pulses throbbing wildly in my throat as 
his kisses cut off my ragged breath. Oh, 
how I had longed for this moment! I knew 
it now, knew it had been as if I’d held my 
breath those months Mike was gone, wait- 
ing to be held like this again. 

Then Kent’s voice seemed to drift to 
me, “I hate it that this had to happen on 
Mike’s first night home, but we’ll make 
it up to him,” and blind panic made me 
struggle out of Mike’s arms. 

“Lisa!” He reached for me again, but 
I pushed him away almost violently. His 
short, unhappy laugh grated against my 
ears. “Oh, Lisa—so sweet and little and 
proud, but with the strength of the devil 
himself. All right, baby, I can wait.” He 
picked up his hat and his retreating foot- 
steps echoed the words, “I can wait.” And 


I knew he’d be back. 


SAT THERE waiting for Kent. Many a 

night I’d waited longer, but the guilt in 
my heart made my apprehension grow. 
I glanced about the room wildly. Suppose 
he had come and had seen me in Mike’s 
arms, and had gone away again. Suppose 
he never came back! Everything about 





him seemed suddenly so dear. The grate- 
| ful way he’d accept the steaming cups of 
coffee I always had ready, the way his 
bark eyes would light up when he’d say, 
“I wouldn’t know how to live without you, 
honey.” Just little things that had made 
my life seem so deadly monotonous, but 
the thought of being anywhere but here, 
safe and sheltered by Kent’s love, filled me 
with terror. 

[ There was only one thing to do. I would 
forget Mike. No more stolen kisses while 
Kent, who trusted me, was out saving lives 
or bringing new ones into the world. No 
more moments that were like intoxicating 
wine while my emotions flared up until I 
was dizzy with the rapture of it all. 

I drifted off to sleep there on the couch. 
It was nearly five when Kent came in, 
staggering with weariness. He didn’t talk 
while I poured the scalding, fragrant cof- 
fee. Whatever had happened tonight had 
been pretty bad, I was sure of that. 

He went into the nursery and looked at 
Jimmie and Gay. He smoothed Gay’s curls 
back from her forehead, and I felt like 
crying when I saw how tender he was with 
her. “It’s so I'll know they’re not some- 
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thing I dreamed,” he smiled wanly. “I 
see so much horror and misery, I have to 
see my own little brood to know they’re 
real and safe at home.” 

He pulled a toy plane from beneath Jim- 
ie’s warm little body, and his eyes met 
mine. He’d warned me so often about 
letting the children take something sharp 
to bed that they might get hurt on. 

“He must have got up and got it after 
I’d gone out,” I said. “It’s just that Mike 
was here, and you know hom Jimmie is 
ibout fiving.” 

“That’s right. Mike . . .” Kent’s eyes 
lit up for a moment, then he rubbed his 
hand wearily across them and went into 
our room. 

My throat tightened and my heart hurt 
as he drew me close in bed. I was afraid 
to talk to him for fear I’'d cry, and then 
it would all come out, all my shame and 
misery. 

“Thank God for women like you, Lisa,” 
he said, “who stay home and take care of 
their families. The girl in that accident 
tonight He shuddered and held me 
tighter. “Both her legs were broken, and 
her face was cut so badly we had to take 
fifty stitches in it. Her husband’s nearly 
out of his mind. The rest of her life she'll 
have scars to remind herself and him—” 

| drew away from him quickly. “Kent. 
you can’t mean if we were in an accident 
and my looks were ruined you wouldn’t love 


TT 


me any more!” 

He reached up and turned out the light. 
It wasn’t her husband,” he said quietly. 
It was another man. He was killed. Ev- 
eryone knew she was chasing around but 
her husband. Now he knows, poor devil.” 

[ felt hot and sick with shame. I was 
like that other woman, that Kent said 
wasn’t fit to be a wife and mother. “Kent, 
darling,” my heart cried, “there are scars 
worse than those, because they don’t show. 
scars from shame and guilt carried in your 
heart alone!” If only I could tell him. 
unburden my heart. This was Kent, my 
husband, who’d always listened sympa- 
thetically to my troubles before. But this 
thing that would not only send him away 
from me but ruin the lifelong friendship 
with his best friend, I couldn’t do it! Des- 
perately | whispered into my pillow, “It 
will never happen again, Kent!” 

lf only I could say it ended there! If 
I'd never seen Mike again! But he came 
again the next day. Jimmie was playing 
with one of the toy planes Mike had 
brought him. He was wearing a yellow 
shirt with planes all over it and brown 
slacks I'd made myself, and I was so 
proud of him. Gay, with her little doctor’s 
kit, was clumsily trying to bandage Jim- 
mie’s leg. She screamed angrily as he 
jumped up and ran to Mike. 

“Jimmie’s hurt! Jimmie crashed!” the 
( ried. 

“I did not,” Jimmie said defiantly. 
‘Mike never crashes.” 

Mike laughed and his eyes met mine. 
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“At least I get appreciation from one mem- 
ber of the Newton family. I came to take 
you up today, Lisa. This is perfect flying 
weather. Can you get someone to stay with 
the kids?” 

“Perfect for flying and perfect for love,” 
I thought as I followed Mike across the 
field later toward a bright yellow plane. 
The soft breeze was full of bird songs and 
fresh with promise. It made me forget I 
was a married woman with two children. 
the way Mike had known it would. 

That afternoon I knew a new Mike, 
quick, competent, in perfect command of 
his ship. Watching him my fear for him 
left me. Nothing would ever happen to 
Mike—nothing! My fear was for myself, 
for the way Mike affected me when he was 
too close, the way his eyes tormented me 
when they smiled into mine. I was afraid 
of the way the blood raced through my 
veins at the thought of being up there. 
just Mike and me, alone in the wind-swept 
sky. 

This was real. Down there was the 
world that was beginning to be like a 
dream. It was like a picture drawn on a 
huge canvas. I saw the hills and pines 
that rimmed the town, the lake a blue 
jewel under the sparkling sun, the narrow 
roads that led to it lined with white- 
washed rock. Down there I had my home. 
my husband, my babies. Up here I had 
Mike. Even with my eyes closed I could 
see his broad shoulders as he sat at the 
controls, his devil-may-care smile. could 
feel the wonder of his love and vitality. 
Nothing in my home existed for me any 
more, nothing seemed real but Mike’s 
kisses and my secret longing for more. 


HEN WE LANDED Mike turned to 

me on the dirt-covered runway. “I tried 
to stay away, but I love you, Lisa—more 
than I ever dreamed I could love anyone. 
I’m going to fly to New York in the morn- 
ing and I'll be gone over the weekend. 
Will you go with me, darling? We can 
have the whole weekend together.” 

I stiffened as my numbed mind grasped 
his meaning. “Mike.” I whispered desper- 
ately, “you can’t mean that!” 

“I do mean it.” he said huskily. “Oh, 
Lisa, don’t you see—this indecision— 
neither of us can endure it- any longer?” 

Maybe he was right. Maybe I should 
go. How simple it all sounded, how easy 
to take this singing, ecstatic love that was 
unlike anything I'd ever known with Kent! 
Mike and I were so right for each other. 
I drew a deep, frightened breath. 

“And if I don’t go?” 

“Then this is the end.” he said. “I won’t 
be back.” 

We gazed nakedly into each other’s 
eyes, then he was kissing me there in the 
cockpit of the little yellow plane. To never 
have anything but love like this! I didn’t 
try to fight the fiery emotions his kisses 
roused in me. 

“Darling. darling.” Mike’s husky voice 


came again. “Ill teach you meanings of 
love yon never dreamed of. If you can go 
back to Kent. after that, I won’t bother 
you again.” 

Sobs beat in my throat as I drew his 
head down to mine. “Mike, I can’t stand it 
any longer. I can’t let you go—alone!” 

We clung together wordlessly. “Lisa, 
darling.” he whispered. “you’ll never be 
BOMy . i. 

It was late when we drove up to our 
house in his car. The feeling of tightness 
that had been growing in me was back 
as I looked at the big, rambling house, 
and my throat started to ache. 

When we went in Kent was already 
there. He had on an apron and was fry- 
ing hamburgers. He’d sent the baby sitter 
home and Jimmie and Gay had brought 
their toys into the kitchen to play near 
their daddy, whom they adored. I°d for- 
gotten Kent hadn’t seen Mike since he got 
back until he put his meat fork down 
and pumped Mike’s hand delightedly. 

“Till right now I thought hamburgers 
and onions was swell fare,” Kent laughed. 
“But if ’'d known you were coming we'd 
have had steaks done rare the way you 
like ’em. I thought as long as Lisa wasn’t 
here I'd get things rolling. I’m in a hurry. 
If this rush ever lets up at the hospital—” 

The look Mike flashed me said, “See, 
this is the way it would always be if you 
stayed with him.” I looked from Mike to 
Kent’s tired face. The way Kent’s shoul- 
ders drooped tiredly caught at my heart. 
How steady he was, how understanding 
and loyal. I knew there’d been a rush of 
work at the hospital and sometimes he 
came home too tired to talk. An epidemic 
of polio had sent a host of patients into 
the contagious ward, and the doctors and 
nurses had been taxed to the limit of their 
endurance. 

Kent watched Jimmie and Gay anx- 
iously, and always cautioned me not to 
let them get overly tired. In spite of his 
skill with other children, he was always 
terrified of ours becoming ill. He’d come 
home nights and look at them asleep in 
their beds, and say, “if anything happened 
to them, Lisa, I—I couldn’t face it.” 

I stood in the kitchen tying on an apron. 
listening to sounds around me. Jimmie, 
buzzing while he pretended to be taking off 
in his plane—Gay with her doctor’s kit, 
chattering away while she bandaged her 
doll—the meat frying in the skillet. All 
the things that made up my life, the sense 
of hurry, waiting for the sharp ring of the 
telephone to bring word of an emergency. 
the importance of my husband’s work, his 
need of me. Here were the four people I 
loved best—Kent, Jimmie, Gay, and Mike. 
If only it could stay this way, I thought, 
without the heatrbreak that must follow 
whatever decision I make! 

Suddenly I couldn’t stand it any longer, 
the awful strain of being a woman with 4 
shameful secret to hide, memory cf guilty 
kisses that made my heart pound and my 
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blood race. I couldn’t think. I only knew 


that Kent would never give up the babies. 
and I couldn’t go away and leave them. 
How could I have wavered even for a sec- 
ond? Sudden panic clawed at me. What 
had I almost done? 

“I can’t go to New York, Mike.” I said 
after Kent had gone. “I can’t think of any 
easy way to tell you—but I can’t go!” 

“Lisa, you can’t do this!” Mike’s face 
was gray. his voice ragged. “Darling, tell 
me what’s happened. This can’t be the 
end!” 

“[’m—lI’m sorry. Mike.” I felt sick and 
hot with shame as his mouth twisted with 
pain. I knew that. without encouragement 
from me, he would never have made the 
impassioned declarations of love that 
changed everything for us. I had known 
from the beginning that Mike held a 
strange fascination for me. that our com- 
panionship had been more than pleasant 
rides, with idle, innocent talk and laugh- 
ter. Because I was lonely and dissatisfied. 
because I'd liked his gaiety and kisses. 
I'd done this to him. His big hands hung 
helplessly at his sides and something 
seemed to be dying in his face. 

“Mike, please don’t look like that!” I 
clung to his hand as though I could undo 
what I had done. 

He caught a sharp breath and almost 
struck my hand away. “Let me go, Lisa!” 
He didn’t look back as he went out the 
door. 


HAT NIGHT my mind whirled with a 

confusion of memories that kept push- 
ing through my brain, and thoughts 
were filled with self-loathing. 

I awoke the next morning to a world of 
fog. It hung over the earth like layers of 
cotton, so thick we couldn’t see three feet 
in front of us. My first thought was of 
Mike. Surely he hadn’t started on his 
flight to New York. I called Dave Miller 
at the airport and he said Mike had started 
before the fog. His voice sounded worried. 

“This zero-zero is blanketing the whole 
country,” he said. “Flying is washed out 
from here to the Atlantic coast. Maybe 
he’s managed to set down at some landing 
field, but we’ve had no word from him.” 

He must be safe. I thought. But as the 
hours passed terror filtered into my soul. 
I stood at the window staring out at that 
white blindness and shook with an awful 


my 


' chill. Something terrible is going to hap- 


pen, I found myself thinking . . 

I pictured Mike at the controls, calm 
and competent, handling his ship with ex- 
pertness and certainty. But he hadn’t been 
calm when he left, my heart cried. He'd 
been reckless, bitter, his nerves shattered. 
Suppose his plane had crashed into the 
timber tops, or he lay crushed and bleed- 
ing in one of the gullies in the flat country 
beyond the mountains? “Maybe he’s dy- 
ing—terribly burned!” I whispered. “Oh. 
dear God—no!” 
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All that day the children were into 
trouble, and by the time Kent came to 
supper I was a bundle of nerves. Kent’s 
face was white and strained and I knew 
he was worrying, too. But all I could 
think of was the way Mike’s face had 
looked when he left. Mike’s voice, saying, 
“Then this is the end. I won’t be back.” 

The childrens’ voices came to me from 
far away. penetrating my terror and guilt. 
Jimmie had pretended to crash with his 
plane and Gay was crying angrily in pro- 
test. 

‘Mike never crashes.” she cried. re- 
peating in her baby voice what she’d heard 
Jimmie say so often. 

“This time he did,” Jimmie said stoutly, 
and suddenly all the pent-up emotion burst 
inside of me. 

‘Stop it! Stop it!” T dropped my face 
in my hands and began to sob tearlessly. 

[ can’t stand any more!” 

[ heard Kent take the children to the 
nursery, then he came to stand before me. 
“You love him.” His voice was harsh, but 
his eyes pleaded with me to deny it. 

‘T sent him away and thought you’d 
never need to know.” I sobbed. “I was 
supposed to be with him on that plane. 
He—he went to pieces when I refused at 
the last minute to go. He was in no con- 
dition to fly. Oh, Kent, if he’s dead it’s 
all my fault!” 

[ watched the disbelief, the stark, un- 
believing astonishment turn his body to 
stone. “Go on—tell me more.” Kent’s 
face was as white as paper. “Tell me how 
you laughed up your sleeve when I thanked 
God for giving me a wonderful wife. This 
is the wife I worshipped! The thought of 
you faith and love, of you at home with our 
babies, made it possible for me to face the 
children in the polio ward with their fev- 
twisted bodies—” 

“Kent—don’t say that!” I cried wildly. 

I’m trying to tell you I’m sorry!” My 
shaking hands flew out to touch him plead- 
ingly, but with a swift motion he pushed 
me to one side. He walked out like a man 
in a daze, leaving me standing there with 
a feeling of fear and shame and awful 
loneliness I can’t describe. 

[f ever I paid for my mistake it was 
during the long, horrible hours of that 
night while I prayed alternately for Mike 
and for Kent. It was morning when Kent, 
looking haggard and ill, came to tell me 
Mike’s body had been found. Searchers 
had found his plane wrecked on the side 
of one of the mountain peaks. He’d appar- 
ently flown on looking for possible fog 
breaks, but there’d been none. Just that 
blanket of silent, deadly gray that had 
trapped him. 

That was what the newspapers said. But 
|, who knew the story, wondered. If I’d 
gone with him would he have made an 
emergency landing safely because his love 
was by his side? Or would my crushed 
body have been found in that mass of 
26 
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twisted metal and steel beside Mike’s? 
All I know is I'll carry the guilt of his 
death with me as long as I live. I sent him 
into that deadly fog, blind with bitterness, 
tormented. 

Kent attended to all the funeral ar- 
rangements and everyone was kind. They 
brought sympathy and gifts to Kent, who’d 
been closer to Mike than anyone else ever 
had. They never knew Kent was burying. 
not only his best friend, but his faith in 
humanity. 

I still hear the planes go over, but it will 
never again be Mike. Sometimes when I 
see Jimmie watching the skies, talking 
about the Mike he adored, or see the hurt. 
bewildered look in Kent’s eyes. I wonder 
if my punishment will ever end. 

It doesn’t seem important any more to 


get away from Valley Mills. Everything I 
want in life is here. Kent and I are work. 
ing shoulder to shoulder, but now I take 
my responsibility as seriously as he does, 
This is real love, this quiet and trustful 
dependence on each other—not the wild 
singing of our blood, the hunger that 
drove me to forget honor. 

Sometimes I feel sure of Kent’s for. 
giveness and love. and then I know a 
moment of humble gratitude. If I can 
make him realize my love is big and un. 
selfish enough to meet the emergencies of 
a doctor’s life, we will find happiness 
again. I know we will. 

But I know, too, he'll always wonder— 
be a little afraid. This is my punishment. 
It doesn’t make it any easier to know I 


deserve it. THE END 





Not Mine To Have 


(Continued from Page 33) 


awhile yet. It won't all be settled by to- 
morrow. Takes a little time you know.” 
He laughed and winked at me. 

I tried to smile back, but it felt as if my 
face would crack from the effort. As soon 
as Howard Gilbert turned to the children 
again, I slipped out and hurried down the 
hall to my room. Inside, I locked the door 
and crumpled on the floor beside the bed. 
I jammed the covers in my mouth to stop 
the sobs. It was all so unreal, as if every- 
thing I loved was suddenly blown up in a 
dreadful explosion. Soon I’d be put out of 
this house. Shoved away from the children 
I loved and who in the last eight months 
had learned to love me. What would be- 
come of us? We needed each other. I 
couldn’t give them up. 

Who was this scheming woman who 
thought she’d take my place? Probably 
had worked all kinds of subtle devices to 
trap Howard. Some young flip of a thing 
who thought she knew how to handle chil- 
dren. Or worse, maybe a gold digger. Well, 
she’d have a surprise then. Howard was 
comfortably fixed, but he wasn’t rich by 
any means and I’d worked hard to keep 
the grocery and clothes budget down. 

And how would Melissa and Mark take 
it? The only comfort I had was remember- 
ing Melissa’s precious remark, “We don’t 
need another mama—we’ve got Fran!” 

There was no stopping the sobs then. 
They rolled and tore at me until I was so 
exhausted I fell asleep. 

I woke up the next morning still kneeling 
by the bed. But the tears were all gone. 
I was sure now what I had to do. I had to 
protect my twins from a stepmother. I was 
more positive when I saw Melissa. Her 
eyes were all red and her little cheeks 
puffed and swollen. 

“Don’t let anyone else come here, Fran!” 
she cried, running to me and pressing her 
face against my skirt. 


“T won't let anything happen to you, 
honey. Nothing at all,” I pressed my lips 
tightly together and stared straight ahead. 
Nothing would separate the twins and me. 
We had to stay together somehow. 

“Pll tell you what,” I said when Mark 
came into the kitchen looking as if he had 
all the world’s problems on his young 
shoulders. “We'll go to the new Walt Dis- 
ney show down town this afternoon. As 
soon as you get home from school.” 

“Wow! Can we take the bus?” Mark 
brightened. 

“Why sure. And you can put in the 
tokens. Now come on we have to get break- 
fast.” 

I hadn’t forgotten the dinner I was sup- 
posed to get for this Miss Whatsername— 
Miss Forbes. Well, I'd just show her things 
were running pretty smoothly without her. 
All morning I baked and fussed in the 
kitchen, stuffed a chicken and put it in the 
oven. Even the table was all set with the 
best dishes and silver I could find. By the 
time the twins popped in from school 
everything was done. I hurriedly changed 
clothes and we all raced to the corner to 
catch the bus. 

It was almost six o’clock when we got 
back to the house. Howard and his girl- 
friend were already there. I knew I'd been 
right about her. There she was looking as 
if she’d just stepped out of a beauty parlor. 
Every hair in place. Nails all polished. 
Bet she’d never had her hands in dish- 
water. And the dress! Anything to show 
off her figure. 

Howard frowned as we all came in. “I 
thought you all ran out on me. Melissa, 
Mark, you remember Ginny Forbes?” 

“Hello,” they mumbled, but they didn’t 
answer Ginny’s smile. They snuggled close 
to me and Melissa nervously twisted the 
loose folds of my coat. 
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‘the twins away so long. 





her business—yet. 





How- 


“This is our housekeeper, Fran,” 
ard was saying. 

Housekeeper. That’s all I was now. A 
vant. Nothing else. I nodded and 
started for the kitchen. “Dinner will be 
ready in fifteen minutes, ” I said crisply. 
The twins started to de me, but their 
father called them back. “Ginny would 


Hike to talk to you.” 


“ve got to help Fran in the kitchen,” 


“Melissa whined. 


“And I got chores to do.” Mark bounded 
out of the room. 

“Melissa and Mark! Come back here!” 
Howard roared. 

“Whatever is the matter with them?” 
Ginny wanted to know. 

The twins huddled together by the kitch- 
en table and their eyes pleaded with me 
to help them. I guess I would have gone 
right in to Howard, except that something 
kept telling me I had to try to be fair— 
even when I knew that woman had no 


business here. 


“Better be polite, children. It will make 
your father happy,” I said softly, forcing a 
smile. 

They shuffled back to the living room 
and my heart ached watching them go. 
And yet I did feel a little guilty keeping 
I should have got- 
ten them home earlier from the show and 
then everyone would have been happy. 

But that pinch of conscience didn’t last 
long—not after I overheard Ginny and 
Howard talking. 

“Didn’t you ask where the children were 
this afternoon?” Ginny was saying. 

“They were okay. They were 
Fran.” 

“But don’t you like to know where they 
go? You should keep better track of them 
dear. I know I’d want to know exactly 


with 


what they were doing.” 


Well, that did it. It just wasn’t any of 
And the hateful jeal- 
ousy that had been twisting and churning 
inside me bubbled all the more. From then 
on I wasn’t myself. Ginny Forbes was 
standing in the way of the only true hap- 
piness I’d known and I could think of 
nothing except getting rid of her. 

There were lots of ways to hurt Ginny 
Forbes. I only wish I had realized then I 
was just hurting myself. 

Melissa and Mark might have taken to 
Ginny if I'd given them the least bit of 
encouragement. But I didn’t want them 
to have any part of her. I was afraid I’d 
lose their love and then where would I be? 
So whenever Ginny came around the twins 
were polite, but as cold and unbending as 
ice statues, 

And it was easy too to forget phone 
calls Ginny made to Howard. Or to hurry 
us all out of the house so I wouldn’t 
have to answer her calls at all. 

But no matter how much I wanted to 
Protect and hold Melissa and Mark the 
horrible day kept getting closer and closer. 
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Howard and Ginny had decided on a June 
wedding. 

It got so I couldn’t sleep nights. All I 
could think of was that woman and what 
she was snatching from me and how mis- 
erable she was making the twins. They 
eemed to cry at the drop of a hat now— 

ven Mark who usually tried to be so 

Like the night he knocked softly at my 
and sniffed through tears, “Fran, 
are you awake? Can I come in, 
Fran?” 
up, startled, even though I 
sleeping. Throwing a light 
obe around me. I yanked open the door 
ind squinted in the half-darkness. “What’s 
ie trouble. Mark? Are you sick? Did 
vou have a bad dream? It’s so late. Oh— 
Mark!” 

There was such an awful look on his 
face. I gathered him into my arms. 
Quickly. I switched on a light and dropped 
n a chair with Mark on my lap. His lower 
lip was trembling so he couldn’t get out 
what he wanted to say. He shivered. 

[ hugged him close and at the same time 
looked him over carefully for any hurts. 
Finally, he stopped shaking and in a 
mumble and jumble of words said, “Ginny 
and Daddy are downstairs. I heard ’em 
talking. I got up to listen, and—and—” 
He bit his lip. “And there’s other kids 
oming to live here!” 

“Now Mark!” I gripped his shoulders. 
“You haven’t been dreaming?” 

He shook his head. “No! I heard her 


iy it. She has a boy and girl too. I heard 


door 


| ran 
nlease. 
I jumped 


hadn’t been 


t 


her 

My mind raced and I turned cold all 
over. So that’s what Ginny Forbes was 
up to. She needed a home for her children 
ind this was how she was going about it. 
What would she care about the twins with 
her own flesh and blood to care for? Me- 
lissa and Mark would be scum—mere step- 

hildren to her. And everyone knows the 
way stepchildren are treated. 

So the whole thing raged and stormed 
in me until I thought I’d go crazy with 
I knew I'd have to fight for the 
I'd have to beg Howard not to 
marry that woman who was out to get 
what she could for herself. He might even 
throw me bodily out of the house but I 
had to do it. Or else if that didn’t work, 
[ thought desperately of taking the twins 
ind running away with them. 


worry. 


twins. 


HEN, UNEXPECTEDLY on a Satur- 

day I was stopped from carrying out 
any of my wild plans. It was muggy and 
rainy and since the office closed on Satur- 
day afternoon Ginny and Howard were at 
the house. 

The twins trailed me all over the house 
like two lost pups while I did the cleaning, 
and we steered clear of the living room 
where the two “lovers” were making plans 
for the wedding. But we did have to tramp 
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through the room once. Ginny looked up 
from the pile of cards and books she was 
looking through. 

“Fran,” she said, oh so sweetly, “could 
you help us a minute?” 

I didn’t answer, but stood where I was 
with the vacuum cleaner. 

“We've been thinking of repainting the 
room you have for Melissa. Do you have 
any ideas—like colors she’d like and how 
we could make a little girl’s room out 
of it?” 

“Fix it for Melissa. Repaint it for Me- 
lissa,” I repeated in a monotone, and then 
before I knew what I was doing my voice 
rose to a near scream and the words 
poured out: “Paint it for Melissa? You 
don’t care about Melissa. You don’t either 
one of you care about the twins! You want 
to fix that room for your girl. Everything 
will have to be just so when your family 
comes to live here!” I sneered. 

Ginny Forbes’ face turned an awful col- 
or, but I didn’t stop. I went on screaming 
accusations at her and menacingly shaking 
one of the vacuum cleaner tools. “You 
don’t love Melissa and Mark like I do. 
Why did you have to come here? Ruin our 
happiness. You could have found a hus- 
band anywhere. You—you already have 
children. You don’t need the twins—!” 

Howard’s hand gripped my arm so 
tightly that I thought he would crush it. 
“You’ve said enough. Get out, Fran! Get 
out of this house!” he shouted angrily, 
shaking with fury. 

I was trembling too now, and the twins 
were crying in bewilderment and fear. 

“Don’t send Fran away. We love her,” 
they wailed. Mark started beating with 
tight little fists on his father’s back. Me- 
lissa stood rigid and screeched: “I hate 
you! I hate you! Leave our Fran alone!” 

Howard whirled like a mad man and 
struck out at Mark. His broad hand 
caught Mark across the face and the little 
boy staggered backward, sprawling across 
the cleaner onto the floor. He laid there 
perfectly still. 

Howard dropped on his knees beside 
Mark. “I’m sorry, son. I didn’t mean—I 
was all riled up—I didn’t mean to hit you 
—Mark! Are you all right?” 

Mark whimpered in a frightened way 
and tried to sit up. Thank God he wasn’t 
hurt. I started to reach for Mark. but 
Howard quickly lifted the boy in his arms. 
“You’ve caused enough trouble,” he 
hissed. “Turned my own children against 
me and against the woman I want to 
marry. What kind of an animal are you?” 

“Don’t blame it all on her Howard,” 
Ginny’s strained, but steady voice quieted 
the whole room. “Fran truly loves the 
twins. I know how she feels—because she 
thinks she’ll lose them. I lost two myself, 
I know—how—she feels.” 

I was only able to shake my head. Why 
was Ginny defending me? None of it 
made sense. The room was reeling and 
rolling in front of me. What did Ginny 
mean—she had lost hers? 





“Mark heard you talking—” I g; 
faintly, “about your children. He thous 
—I thought—” 

“Mark overheard only a part of 
Ginny stopped, swallowed, and went , 
“T was telling Howard about the accide 
—they were all drowned. My husband. tj 
two children—they were fishing. It hy 
pened two years ago. It’s still hard to taj 
about it—” 

“What have I done? What have} 
done?” I moaned covering my face wit 
my hands. 

“T’ll tell you what you’ve done,” Howa;) 
said bitterly. “You’ve nearly ruined oy 
chance for having a whole family again~ 
all because of your selfishness. I hoy 
you'll never forget it—that what you'y 
done will haunt you—” 

“Howard, please—Fran meant well—’ 
Ginny began. 

“T don’t want her in the house!” |} 
abruptly turned his back. 

As if she were leading a blind perso 
Ginny took me out of the room. The twin 
didn’t cry out this time. They only stared 
Even though they didn’t quite understan/ 
what was happening, they did seem t) 
know that I had been in the wrong. Hor 
terribly wrong they might never know. 

I didn’t deserve the kindness Ginny we 
showing me. She helped me pack m 
things, talking to me kindly all the tim 
“You can come back, Fran. After tk 
wedding things will be different. Howarl 
will forgive you. He'll understand late 
Melissa and Mark will want to see you— 

The tears were streaming down my fav 
as I said goodbye to Ginny. Howard ani 
the children weren’t around. “Forgir 
me,” I said chokingly. “Your loss wi 
much greater than mine.” 

Ginny squeezed my hand. “You haven! 
lost the twins—and you are forgiven.” 

But as I walked down to the corner bu: 
stop the heaviness in my heart was mut! 
harder to carry than the suitcase. Eve 
though Ginny had urged me to come back 
I might never see the twins again. How 
ard would always be suspicious, wonderin 
if I weren’t trying to wedge myself be 
tween him and the children. 

My life had to go on though, no matte! 
how much I ached inside. I went back tt 
the hospital to work, work, work—whid 
was good medicine. There is always joyil 
helping others if it’s done in the rigi 
spirit. 

There are many children at the hospit! 
to care for, but it isn’t the same. The lor 
the twins and I had isn’t there, but! 
have learned to accept their affection wt) 
selfishly—without expecting all of it. Lor 
has to be shared to be of any value, 1 
held tightly, jealously in one’s own littl 
circle. Maybe some day if I see Melis# 
and Mark again I can explain that to thes 
But by that time they may already ha 
learned that simple truth. I know that | 
am a much better person for having 


it out. 
: THE EN) 
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How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 8) 


my first real proposal and I loved him 
very much. Naturally, I said yes. 
We were both very young at the time, 


only 18. I was in my last year in high 
school, Ramsey was attending DePaul 


University and even then confident that 
he would become a topnotch musician. 

When Ramsey’s parents were told about 
our impending marriage, they became con- 
cerned and called my mother asking what 
they could do about it. My mother simply 
shrugged her shoulders and said, “Nothing. 
They are determined to get married and 
they love each other. So that’s that.” 

Since we were both under age, 
needed parental consent to get married 
and we got it. We went to City Hall, were 
quietly married and came home to a small 
gathering of family and friends. 

We had already selected our little apart- 
ment and were eager to move in and fix 
it up. So that same night we moved and 
have been on our own ever since. 


we 


Now we have three fine children: Vita 
Denise, 6; Ramsey III, 4; and our most re- 
cent, Marcus Kevin, four weeks old. And 
were still young, just 26. We felt if we 
had our children early we could sort of 
grow up with them. We live in a nice 
apartment in Chicago’s multi-million-dol- 
lar housing development, Lake Meadows 
and, materially, we don’t want for much. 

My ambitions to become a model are 
now transferred to being a model wife. 
I want a home and my husband in my 
home. I want my children to have the 
best education we can afford. Ramsey and 
I have discussed these things. We have 
agreed that for a few years we both must 
make sacrifices—my being alone a lot and 
his staying on the road and not being 
able to be with me and the children as 
often as both of us would like. 

Ramsey wants the children to study 
music, but he does not want them to be 
professional musicians. Road travel is too 
rough. You’ve got to be better than good 
or you go down into a big hole. 

As for me, I’m not musically inclined. 
Iseldom even have a recording of my hus- 
band’s in the house. As soon as he cuts 
anew one, some friend may drop by and 
I give it away. My husband chides me 
about my lack of musical appreciation. 
But I’ve been striving harder to under- 
stand and love it in recent years. He says 
I'm i improving quite a bit, and there’s hope 
for me yet. 

At any rate, I love my husband, my 
children and the things that interest him 
are a part of my life, also. He knows and 
feels this. that’s what counts. THE END 
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Have I The Right To Love ? 


(Continued from Page 21) 


very glad it happened this way.” 

‘We'll get married right away,” he 
rushed on. “I'll go to college here in town, 
ind work nights, and you—” 

‘Jim,” I interrupted him quickly, “I 
haven’t said anything about marriage. You 
know very well that it’ll be years and years 
before I can even think of such a thing.” 

He stared at me with disbelief, amaze- 
ment and hurt in his eyes. 

‘But I thought that now—” he began, 
confused, “I thought you loved me.” 

[ felt suddenly older and wiser than any- 
one in the world. 

But of course I do,” I said happily, 
lightly. “What has that got to do with get- 
ting married now?” Encouraged by a feel- 
ing of power I could not understand, I kept 
on, “What has that to do with getting mar- 
ried ever?” 

You mean you—” his voice cracked. 
Then you really don’t care, do you?” 
Care? That was a strange word to use, 

now. I couldn’t understand Jim. I felt a 

lightness, a freeness, a pleasant sort of 

happiness, and here he wanted to talk 
about marriage, and caring. I said nothing, 
resorting to my old wall of silence. 

\fter a moment, Jim said quietly, “I 
guess I understand, Lori. I’m sorry. I’m 
ery sorry for you.” 

[Then he walked out of the room. My 
heart cried out for him to wait, to come 
back, but my lips, and my head, had more 
sense, much more sense. I heard him an- 
srily starting up the old jalopy, and the 
crunch of gravel in the driveway as he tore 
off. Sighing, I turned back to Papa Per- 
yman’s records. 

I’ve tried to believe, for all the rest of 
the years of my life that I shall have to 

that it was just an accident, just some- 
thing that would have happened anyway. 

Jim didn’t make that drive home. His car 

crashed into another, at a busy intersection 

near his home, and Jim died before he got 
to the hospital. 

Everybody was stunned, deeply hurt by 
the tragedy. Jim was such a good driver. 
How could it have happened? Papa Perry- 
man was inconsolable. It was the end of 
life for him, the light had gone out. He 
took it worse than Jim’s parents. Mother 
and Dad and Karen were deeply sympa- 
toward me, and believed that the 
wooden state of shock in which I moved 
of grief. I couldn’t tell them my 
guilt, and my unanswered ques- 


thetic 


was one 
sense of 
tion 

Papa Perryman wanted me to play Mas- 
senet’s Elegy at the funeral. It was his fa- 
vorite. Mother and Dad thought it was too 
much, but agreed it was what Jim would 
have wanted. 

[ knew my own hell, then, sitting at the 


oI 


organ, the sun streaming through the 
stained glass windows and touching the 
silver grey casket. My hands took over au- 
tomatically, where the mind and _ heart 
could not direct. The strains of the Elegy 
floated through the church— 


‘Ah, there’s a shade on the field, 
Sunlight has gone, from lovely spring- 
times of old; 
One radiant glory has fled—’ 
Mercifully, I fainted. 


HE WEEKS and months that followed 

were a haze of pain and memory. I 
practiced even harder, more feverishly, 
longer hours, trying to punish myself and 
trying to forget. Graduation in June was 
another crisis, not only for me, but for all 
our classmates because everybody loved 
Jim. 

By now, it had been decided that I would 
attend the local college, majoring in mu- 
sic. I was anxious to get started on the 
school program, and that summer seemed 
the longest of my life. I guess I became, at 
that time, even more withdrawn than I 
had been at first, but this time no one, not 
even Karen, tried to make me ‘join the 
gang.’ 

Finally, it was school time again. Going 
to college at home wasn’t too different from 
high school. Only this time the emphasis 
was on music, and again I plunged into my 
studies with enthusiasm. I found out very 
soon that there was little more I could 
learn at State about piano. The teachers 
expressed admiration of my training under 
Papa Perryman, and for the most part, 
my work was just a continuation of what 
I'd been doing. However, I did study with 
interest the related subjects on music and 
music education. 

It has been said that hard work helps 
you to forget. I could not, and did not want 
to completely forget, but I was able to feel 
some joy in my music again, and my teach- 
ers praised the new maturity. The first two 
years of college went by rapidly. I had my 
career all planned, and even hoped, with 
Papa Perryman’s encouragement and ad- 
vice, for advanced study, perhaps at Ju- 
liard, or, wildest of all, in Europe. There 
seemed no hurry, though, and we felt con- 
fident at least of a good, sound prepara- 
tion. 

It was the summer just before my junior 
year, that two things happened to change 
my carefully made plans. Karen, who our 
parents always felt would make their 
dreams come true, suddenly eloped! She 
and Bob Campbell had been bosom ene- 
mies since childhood, but all of a sudden 
one day, they just looked at each other, 
and there wasn’t anyone else in the world. 


I guess they just thought they'd better grab 
the moment when they found out. 

Mother and Dad were heartbroken, as 
they'd pictured Karen in a lovely wedding 
dress, with bridesmaids and all the trim. 
mings. That is, they were sad until they 
began to look at me with new eyes, and 
new hope, simply because I’d been sort of 
dating one of the music department in. 
structors. Eddie Stuart was hardly older 
than most of the students, a new teacher at 
State, and everybody considered him a 
catch. He’d been dating one of the teach- 
ers in the business administration depart- 
ment and others on campus until recently 
but now, during summer school when there 
was a smaller, more closely knit group still 
at school, he’d arranged more than one 
casual, ‘accidental’ date with me. 

He was fun, relaxed, and without in- 
tending to, made me feel like I was some 
sort of martyr, sacrificed to the god of 
music. With Prof. Stuart—Eddie—I could 
laugh, be happy. and forget all about my 
work. And that was what I did not want 
to do! 

Late one warm summer evening, after a 
movie and soda with Eddie and his brief 
but warm goodnight kiss, I rushed to Papa 
Perryman’s home, almost in tears. 

“But Lori,” he said gently, sitting in the 
piano room, wrapped in his bathrobe. “you 
must have some fun, you know. It is all 
right to date. to be friends with young 
men.” 

His eyes clouded, and I knew he was 
remembering what had happened years 
ago, and his grandson, Jim. So would I— 
always. 

“Tt doesn’t seem to just stop at that, Papa 
Perryman,” I said, trying to find words to 
explain. “It interferes with my music. They 
seem to want—they want—” 

I was fighting the old fight again, be- 
cause I knew I could care for Ed Stuart. 
and I could just see my parents, happily 
planning for me to marry and forget all 
about my concert career. 

“Tt’s not fair!” I cried, the words from 
the past, said in this same room. “You fall 
in love, and it softens you. You give up. I 
can’t! I won't!” 

Papa Perryman was quiet for a long 
time. 

“Lori,” he finally said, “are you sure 
this is what you want to do? Are you sure 
you want music more than anything else?” 

“Yes!” I cried, jumping up and running 
over to his chair. “For as long as you've 
known me, this is what I’ve wanted. It’s 
what I want now, and what I will always 
want!” 

He smiled, a little sadly. 

“T can tell you, then,” he said, “that 
I’ve been arranging for your admittance 
to Juliard School of Music, in New York, 
and I think perhaps you can be accepted 
before we originally planned.” 

“Papa Perryman!” I exclaimed with awe. 
“How wonderful! How can I thank you? 
What do I have to do? When can I—” 
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“Wait a minute, wait a minute,” he 
laughed, “not so many questions at once! 
jf your parents agree, you can perhaps get 
in this fall. It’s expensive to go to New 
York, though, Lori. I’m wondering if your 
parents—I mean, I’ve known you a long 
time, and we can talk about this. Can they 
send you now?” 

“Qh, they will, Papa Perryman,” I said, 
till thrilled at the thought of Julliard. It 
had always been the basis of my dreams. 
the goal I was aiming for, but I hadn’t 
thought that far ahead yet. 

How wonderful Papa Perryman was, to 
do this for me, now, when I was bored. 
almost frustrated, realizing I could learn 
no newer techniques, and could go no fur- 
ther at State. And, of course, Eddie Stu- 
art was forgotten. 

“Thank you so much,” I said, very near 
tears. “My parents will be so happy!” 


HEY WERE NOT, though. After Kar- 

en’s elopment, it was almost a blow 
to them that I wanted to go away, too. I 
argued and argued, trying to show them 
my side, my reasons. I was marking time 
here. I’d really learned everything I could 
at State. I could stay at the YWCA in New 
York. But most of all, ’'d be accepted at 
Julliard! 

Finally they caught my excitement, as I 
was always able to make them do, and 
began to think in practical terms. To me, 
the cost seemed appalling. There were 
new lines of worry in Dad’s face, but 
Mother tried to reassure me that everything 
would be all right. She said I must have 
my chance. I never knew, until much, much 
later, that Dad had borrowed heavily 
against his insurance for my tuition and 
living expenses. All I knew, all I could 
realize, was that here was the answer to 
all my prayers, my every dream come true! 

My application and Papa Perryman’s let- 
ters were hurriedly sent off, and wonder of 
wonders, even as late as it was, I was ac- 
cepted. Mother and I then plunged into a 
hectic few weeks of getting me ready for 
school. 

I saw Eddie only once more, and this 
time without any feelings of regret—with- 
out any feelings at all. I was practicing in 
one of the music rooms in Weldon Hall at 
State, something I rarely did, when the 
door opened softly behind me. I turned in 
some irritation, but smiled vaguely when 
I saw that it was Eddie. 

“Is it true.” he asked, without any pre- 
liminary greeting, “that you’re going to 
Julliard?” 

“Yes,” I answered happily, “isn’t it won- 
derful?” 

“Of course, Lori,” he said, trying to read 
my face for something I was quite, quite 
sure wasn’t there. “But aren’t you rushing 
things a bit? Is this the time to go?” 

“This is the time.” I said firmly, standing 
up and closing the piano lid. “Now is the 
time.” 


And then he said something very strange, 
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something that brought back an old ache. 
a never-forgotten hurt. His voice was very 
gentle. 

“What will you do, Lori, if you ever find 
out that you have a heart?” 

[ had only one answer for him—my 
usual one, flight. 

lime seemed to drag so slowly, now that 
it was almost time to go. I pushed Eddie 
and his silly questions out of my mind. I 
heard that he was dating the typing instruc- 
tor again, and I told myself I couldn’t care 
less 

Finally came the day when all arrange- 
ments had been made, and it was time to 
leave. Karen and her husband, and Mother 
and Dad, came to the train to see me off. 
Mother and Dad were a little anxious, and 
were still giving me parting advice, but 
they, too, finally were swept up in my en- 
thusiasm. I was on my way to New York, 
to study at the world-renowned Julliard 
School of Music! I had visited New York 
before, with my aunt, but going alone 
seemed different. My room reservation at 
the YWCA was safely in my purse, and 
everything was in order, but, as the train 
sped northward, I still felt just a little 
nervous at the idea of the wonderful ad- 
venture before me. 

[ need not have been. On arriving in New 
York, everything went very smoothly. I took 
a taxi to the Y, and the house director 
was a friendly, motherly sort, who not only 
registered me in, but seemed anxious to 
learn all about my plans, and help me in 
any way possible. I felt just like I was at 
home! 

The next several months I shall always 
remember as the most wonderful period of 
my life. The staff, fellow students, and even 
the atmosphere at Julliard were all I’d 
hoped for, and more. I felt as if I were in 
a world apart. I felt deeply proud, but 
humbly grateful. I had a renewed devotion 
to my studies, and I was rewarded by the 
praise of my teachers. 

Anne Gibson, my roommate at the Y, 
teased me about being so conscientious. I 
would not even double date with her, for 
fear of breaking my rest. Anne was an art 
major at Columbia, and very relaxed about 
her work. 

For goodness sake, Lori,” she said to 
me one evening, exasperated, “I know you 
have to study and practice, and all that. 
but don’t you want to have some fun some 
time? I could introduce you to some swell 
fellows- 

‘Not interrupted her, 
finding some excuse as usual. “I must get 
idjusted to my practice schedule. and to- 
morrow’s a heavy day for me.” 

Seems as if they all are,” she said, 
shaking her head. “You don’t have to be 
that dedicated to your music, or are you 
cared to go out and meet people, or some- 
thir ‘i 


right now.” I 


{n icy hand closed around my heart, but 
[| managed a shaky laugh. and said. “No. 


of course net.” 





Anne shrugged and went out. 

She did, however, help me to find part- 
time work, playing the piano for several 
dance groups, which helped defray my ex- 
penses, and which, when the school year 
closed, I did full time in summer. The 
years went by, and I began to feel the 
assurance and polish of the complete art- 
ist. It was just about the middle of my 
fourth year: I had registered with an art- 


- ist’s agency, and they were arranging a 


concert tour for me, to begin in the fall. 

Then the terrible thing happened—my 
father, who had always been the healthiest 
man in the world, had a heart attack and 
died. I could hardly believe it. But worst 
of all, when I went home for the funeral. 
I seemed like some sort of stranger. Mother 
was overcome with grief. Karen, too, was 
suffering, but she seemed withdrawn and 
bitter. Even so, I was unprepared for the 
way she lashed out at me the second eve- 
ning I was home. 

“Tf he hadn’t had the burden of keeping 
you at that expensive school,” she said bit- 
terly, “he wouldn’t have died!” 

“Karen!” Mother cried, horrified, and 
quickly coming to put an arm around me. 
“How could you!” Then to me, “Lori, dear. 
it isn’t so. You mustn’t think such a thing.” 

But J did, of course. I began to realize 
many things that I’d been blind to before— 
their sacrifices, all of them. 

“Mother,” I said, my voice a dry whis- 
per. “why didn’t somebody tell me? What 
can I do?” 

“You go on with your work,” Mother 
said, her voice, too, almost breaking. “That 
is what your father would want you to do. 
And you mustn’t blame yourself. Whatever 
is going to happen, is going to happen, any- 
way.” 

But I wasn’t a fatalist, and neither was 
Karen. She wouldn’t look at me, and I felt. 
in her open and silent accusation, the som- 
bre pattern of funerals and futility fall 
around me. I had learned only one answer 
to everything. I turned and walked to the 
living room, to the piano. 


ACK IN NEW YORK to finish the last 

semester, I was a hollow image of my 
former self. My playing showed rare bril- 
liance, my professor told me, a truly great 
suffering. I was suffering. I wanted to 
scream at him, but of course I couldn’t. 

Several weeks after I’d returned, Anne, 
who was getting married the day she re- 
ceived her degree from Columbia. again 
tried to cheer me up. 

“Bob’s cousin has just come to town from 
Oklahoma,” she told me, “and Lori, is he 
smooth! Only because I like you am I 
giving you first chance to meet him. Come 
on, have dinner with us.” 

I couldn’t help smiling at Anne’s antics 
and enthusiasm, and I had felt. that eve- 
ning, that if I didn’t do something. I'd go 
out of my mind. 

“All right, I'll go,” I said firmly. 

“Catch me before I faint!” Anne cried. 





rolling her eyes to the ceiling. Then, “I’m 
glad, honey, really I am. And all I can say 
is, you won’t be sorry.” 

I wasn’t. Bob’s cousin, Dr. Lawrence 
Clayton, was everything Anne said, and 
more. I’d never been so completely taken 
over. I'd promised myself I would just go 
on this one date, just have dinner with 
them, and that would be all. But I found 
out it wasn’t like that. Bob and Anne, and 
Larry, easily included me in all of their 
plans, and I could not find the words—or 
even the wish—to refuse. Perhaps my re. 
luctance in the beginning may have only 
served to stir his interest. At any rate, we 
double-dated all spring, and try as I might, 
I could not fight the attraction I felt for 
Larry Clayton. 

Too, I found his work fascinating. For 
the first time in my life, I was close to 
something that I felt was far greater than 
my music. Larry was taking over a retiring 
doctor’s practice on Long Island, and his 
life was daily filled with interest and ad. 
venture, as well as hard work. 

One evening, when Bob was out of town. 
just the two of us, Larry and I, went to a 
concert at Carnegie Hall. It was a wonder- 
ful performance, and I was absolutely car- 
ried away. Larry was grouchy and after- 
wards, at a little restaurant where we 
stopped for coffee, I tried to explain to him 
how I felt. 

“T guess [ picture myself up there on 
the stage, Larry,” I said shyly. “It won't 
be long, now, you know.” 

“What do you mean?” he asked. 

“Well.” L answered, looking for the right 
words to explain, “Arthur Mack at my 
agent’s called me today, and he is sending 
over my tentative itinerary for the fall 
concert tour.” 

“That’s the only thing I don’t like about 
your playing, Lori.” he said, almost an- 
grily. “Why must you go away? If you 
have to do this thing, couldn’t you arrange 
to stay here in New York?” 

“But, Larry.” I said, feeling again the 
old, old tearing apart, “this is what I’ve 
studied for all these years! This is what 
I have to do! This is what I want to do!” 

“Ts it, Lori?” he asked softly, his hand 
reaching out to cover mine, his eyes not 
letting mine go. “Is this what you want? 
I realize this isn’t the proper place or time 
to tell you this, but I don’t think there'll 
ever be a better.” 

He stopped a moment, and suddenly | 
was afraid. I wanted to get up and run out 
of Henri’s, and run and run forever, away, 
anywhere. But I couldn’t move. And I 
knew, too, that I didn’t really want to 
move. 

“T love you, Lori,” he said. “I want you 
to marry me. I want you for my wife, at 
home with me, always—not running around 
the country on some concert tour or other.” 
He was speaking very gently now. “I am 
not unkind, and I know what your music 
means to you. It is only that I know what 
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a division of interests can mean, and I can- 

not have you divided. I will not. I can give 
you whatever you want. I believe I can 
make you happier than that—that piano 
ever can.” 

He smiled, and I knew he was right. But 
then, while I was sitting there in the dimly 
lit little restaurant, all of the ghosts of the 
past—every person I'd hurt in my climb 
to the top—walked before me. 

[saw Papa Perryman, his hands clasped. 


his eyes alight as I played a Beethoven con- 


certo. I saw, God forgive me, I saw Jim 
Perryman, young, confused, angry—-so ter- 
ribly angry with me. Was it because he was 
angry with me that he had rushed out into 
the night and that fatal accident? I saw 
my mother, always there, always giving 
', So much she’d given up 
for me. And then I made myself see Dad 
striving, going beyond what he could do, to 
give me my chance. Karen, the gay. happy 
Karen I’d grown up with, and then the con- 
demning Karen who may have been near 
the truth, no matter what Mother said, 
when she accused me. Eddie Stuart’s quick 
smile flashed in front of me, and I could 
almost hear his words, ‘What will you do, 
Lori, if you ever find out you have a heart?’ 
Last, but not least, I saw the people, my 
audience, the wonderful people who had 
come to listen to me play, and for whom 
I'd been empowered to give moments of 
greatness, 

“When a man proposes,” 
rupted my thoughts, “he at least expects 
some kind of answer.” 

Larry’s words snapped my thoughts back 
to the present. and I realized he must think 
[ was out of my mind. 

“Larry, I do love you.” I said. “I think 
you know that. But to give up my work—” 

My voice faltered. He leaned over the 
table and kissed me, and for a lovely mo- 
ment, everything and everybody in the 
world vanished except Larry and the won- 
der of his love. But it was only a moment. 

“I must think, Larry,” I said, breathless 
but still uncertain. “Please, take me home 
now, and I will give you your answer. 
when I know, myself.” 

When I know, myself. When, and how, 
can that be? How can I give up my first 
great love for which I, and so many others, 
sacrificed so much? What would my life 
be without my playing? Have I a right to 
come so close to the top, and stop now? 
But how can I live without Larry? Must 
| live forever without love? It had to hap- 
pen, I guess—the thing I feared more than 
anything else in the world, that I'd find 
love. But have I the right to want him? 
Papa Perryman told me once that the 
talent I'd been given belonged to the world, 
that I had not just talent, but genius. What 
am I going to do? What should I do? You 
who have read my story, please help me 
make my decision, for I don’t know the 
path that I should take. 
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. maybe you misunderstood what 
they were talking about,” Maggie shook 
my arm to make me pay attention to her. 
“Why don’t you just come right out and 
ask your Ma?” 

“Ask her? She’s had sixteen years to tell 
me—if she intended to tell me. Can’t you 
understand that? They didn’t mean for me 
to ever know—” and while I thought about 
it, the awful feeling in the pit of my 
stomach got worse and worse—that scared 
kind of feeling little kids get when they’re 
all alone and see strange shadows or hear 
weird noises they don’t recognize, and they 
want to crawl under the bed and hide. 

“Maybe she’s waiting until she thinks 
old enough to understand—old 
enough to act like you got some sense and 
not just get hysterical. Just because we’ve 
turned sixteen I looked at my best 
friend, and it was like having a knife stuck 
in a wound that was already bleeding— 
but the next second she had her arm 
1round me. “I’m sorry, honey,” she said, 

that wasn’t nice. But it isn’t the end of 
the world, you know!” 

But To me, it was the end of 
evel ything. 

[ don’t remember those next minutes, or 
what Maggie said, except when she started 
to leave and put her arm around me so I’d 
have to pay attention. She said she’d talk 
to Joe Keplen, my boy friend, about the 
car arrangements for Dotty’s party Satur- 
day—and something else about not worry- 
ing, maybe it was all a mistake—and it 
was like hearing things about people I 
didn’t know, from a world that belonged to 
that other me—the me who was one of the 
most popular juniors in Spring Valley 
High at 8 o’clock this morning, and the 
most miserable, mixed-up one now. 


you re 





it was. 





I DIDN’T GO HOME. I just walked and 

walked. When a car tooted to me on 
the highway, I realized I’d come to the 
edge of town, and was heading for the 
woods at Bowman’s Creek. I used to come 
here a lot as a little kid, with Maggie, to 
play “pretend.” I was always a fairy prin- 
cess, and the birds and squirrels and but- 
terflies were members of my court. Maggie 
would sit on a log and make our peanut 
butter sandwiches and lemonade and act 
like she was watching a movie. I don’t 
know why I came here now—unless sub- 
consciously I thought I could play “pre- 
tend” again, and convince myself I hadn’t 
heard Aunt Rose and Mama, pretend it 
was all a bad dream. 

But all the pretending in the world 
couldn’t get rid of those words that 
screamed in my head and made me weak 
and trembling all over, cruel deadly words 
that said sweet, wonderful, gentle Daddy 
wasn’t my Daddy at all .. . 

Then, while I lay there on the ground, 
[ got suddenly thinking, why was I the 
only child they had this way? I must have 
turned out to be a disappointment—maybe 
64 








they were worried about what I’d grow up 
to be because they didn’t know what kind 
of person my father was. They didn’t 
want to risk a second one, I was an ex- 
periment—and one “trial case” was enough 
for them to worry about—! I tried to 
think back, to remember things I had done 
when I was little—scoldings I had gotten 
—what were they for? Was I a bad child? 
A problem child? Maybe I wasn’t normal 
in some way. I looked around at the tall 
sycamore trees, the butterflies that scurried 
in the April sun, and I was doubly aware 
of my games of “pretend,” the way I al- 
ways talked to myself, ordered my court 
around, my imaginary, make-believe ladies- 
in-waiting—and the way Maggie used to 
just sit and watch and smile. Had she told 
Mama about these outings, when she’d 
promised me they were always our secrets? 

I don’t know how long [ laid there, or 
how long it had been since the sun set, 
before I noticed it was getting cool. But by 
the time I stood up and brushed my skirt 
off to start home, I was sure of one thing: 
I had fully convinced myself they hadn’t 
risked having another “experiment baby” 
because they were disappointed in the way 
I turned out, they were worried about 
what I’d be or do when I grew up—because 
I was their “mystery” child. Those next 
seconds I hated my mother for giving birth 
to me! Because now—I was worried too! 
What was I like, what kind of a person 
was I really? I'd been sheltered, 
tected, cared for all my sixteen years. The 
only thing I ever decided for myself was 
what dress I’d wear to school each day. 

Maybe I’d turn out to be a thief, a mur- 
deress—maybe crazy in the head. I had a 
headache and I hurt all over, and I was so 
sick inside that I cried out loud while I 
ran down the road to Benson Street. Oh 
dear God, please help me, help me, maybe 
I'm losing my mind right now, I cried 
into the dark. 

It was that time of night between light 
and dark and all the houses stood in shad- 
ows like huge monsters and I felt like one 
of them. My father was away on one of his 
trips and wouldn’t be home until late that 
night and usually when he was gone Mama 
cooked something special for me. But when 
I get in the house I just wanted to go up 
to my room to hide, to shut myself away 
from the rest of the world. Those minutes, 
like in the woods, I hated my mother. I 
hated her for making me feel so miserable, 
for being the reason my wonderful world 
had smashed to bits, but before I got to 
the stairs she called out that supper was 
ready, that she had been waiting for me. 

I went to the kitchen expecting her to 
scold me for being late, to ask where had 
I been, why I hadn’t come home after 
school, but all she said was, “—I bet you’re 
starved, honey. It’s rather late, but I don’t 
think the yellow rice and chicken is any 
the worse for waiting—” 

I sat at the table and all I could think 


pro- 





* well have been sawdust. 





was. “She doesn’t care I didn’t come home, 
she doesn’t even wonder where I’ve been— 
she probably expects me to have been up 
to something,” and I kept waiting for her 
to ask questions. 

“". . remember Daddy’ll be home late to. 
night—but you can wait up if you'd like,” 
she was saying, and for the first time since 
he had been going on trips I didn’t care 
if he never came home. While she talked, 
her words to Aunt Rose this noon whirled 
around in my head: but it was Bob’s idea 
—but it was Bob’s idea— 

Yellow rice and chicken was my special 
favorite dish but that night it might just as 
I sat there so 
tense, so keyed up with my strange new 
feeling towards Mama, I felt I had to get 
some of the words out of me or burst— 

“Why don’t Aunt Rose and Uncle Har. 
old have any children?” I asked, after 
she’d taken my half-full plate away. 

“T don’t know, honey—sometimes it’s just 
the way God plans things I guess. Some 
women just can’t have babies—” 

“Maybe Aunt Rose’s afraid if they had a 
baby it'd be a mute. You know—like 
Uncle Harold’s twin brother—or maybe a 
monster or something because of Uncle 
Harold working with all those chemicals—” 

Mama wasn’t smiling now, just sort of 
staring at me. “. .. if that’s the case— 
why don’t they adopt a baby?” I stopped 
a second and took a deep breath before I 
got the courage to go on, my heart pounded 
so. “Or better still,” I said, watching 
Mama’s face, “why doesn’t Aunt Rose 
have a test-tube baby?” 

“A--what?” Mama said the words so 
quiet they hardly made a sound, 
2 . where did you learn about such 
things?” 

“Oh—in physiology.” I said, trying to 
act flippant. “Doctor Finely called it artifi- 
cial insemination—they use it on guinea 
pigs for heredity tests. I guess to prove to 
folk if you got insanity or something aw- 
ful in your family you simply pick out a 
glass tube labeled No Mutes—No Insanity 
—maybe no saxophone players—then the 
doctor sticks a needle in you and presto— 
you're a mama!” 

“Betty—don’t be so crude!” 

I took a swallow of my milk and watched 
Mama over the rim of my glass. Tell me 
now! Tell me that’s how you got me! 
screamed through my head. But she 
didn’t say anything. Tell me I was an ex- 
periment and I didn’t turn out good—so 
you didn’t have any more babies! Go on, 
tell me! 

“Mama—” I got the one word out and 
stopped. She looked at me and her eyes 
were moist, her mouth was tight. and sud- 
denly I felt like crying and I didn’t know 
why. Then I started again, “Mama, why 
don’t they adopt a baby? I would, wouldn't 
you? Instead of having a test-tube baby, I 
mean. No telling what horrible person she 
might give birth to, getting it out of a glass 
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pottle and not knowing where the germs 
came from!” 

Mama got up from the table, dishes in 
hoth hands, and she took them to the sink. 
“Don’t you have homework to do?” she 
aid in a funny tight kind of a voice and 
[ could hear the silverware on the dishes 
rattle and I knew she was feeling some of 
the misery I’d known ever since noon. And 
[ was glad. Those minutes all I could think 
was, hurt her—hurt her like she hurt you 
today. I know now, right then and there 
would have been the moment to question 
her, to say TELL ME! and get the fears 
and doubts in my head and heart either 
confirmed, or erased forever. But—all I 
had the courage to do was run from the 
kitchen, mumbling something about yes, I 
had homework to do. 


UP IN MY ROOM I picked up the invita- 


tion to Dotty’s girl-ask-boy party Satur- 


day night and I tore it to bits. I couldn’t go. 


Joe Keplen wouldn’t want to go with me 
when he knew the truth about me. I looked 
at the pictures on my dresser, me in be- 
tween Mama and Daddy, taken last Easter 
when we were all dressed up. But you 
aren’t my Daddy! I cried, J don’t have a 


jather! and I yanked the picture out of the 


Sean 





mirror frame and tore it up too. 

Isat on the edge of my bed sobbing, and 
all sorts of crazy things went through my 
head. I thought. if the folk were worried 
about what kind of a girl I’d turn out to 
be—if that’s why they never told me. or 
never had any more children the same way 
—then I’d give them something to really 
worry about! I’d run away, join a circus— 
maybe I’d go on the stage as a strip-teaser! 
That would shock them, hurt them. I’d be 
sure my name got in the newspaper so 


| everybody would know it was me—that I 


was their “experiment,” their test-tube 





haby. 

Just then my eyes fell on the other pic- 
ture stuck in my mirror—our Class Day 
picnic. The band was in it too, the senior 
boys, and Ruby Lee’s goodlooking cousin 
Tony smiled right at me. Like Ruby, he 
was off-limits to all the nice girls. He was 
the topic of whispered conversation in the 
girls’ room many times—and suddenly the 
thought came: I’d ask him to Dotty’s party. 
If the folks were expecting me to turn out 
to be a bad girl, there was no point pro- 
longing their worries—I’d show them right 
now! I'd start out with asking Tony Lee 
lor a date! 

The next second I was out in the hall at 
the extension telephone, looking in the 
book for the Lee number. They lived on 
River Road, on the “wrong side of the 
tracks.” When he first came to our school 
last year he’d asked me for a date but I 
refused—I'd never gone with anyone but 
Mike and wouldn’t have accepted even if 
he had been one of our crowd. After a 
while he didn’t bother with me any more. 
I only hoped he hadn’t forgotten me. My 
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good! 
GUARANTEED. So start 
taking 666 for your cold 
. now. The makers of 666 are so sure 
that 666 will work, they make this uncon- 
ditional guarantee . . . You’ve got to be 
satisfied . . . or your money back! 


Fast-Acting. 666 starts 
working instantly . . . the 
moment you swallow the 
first dose. In minutes, the 
active ingredients start 
working in your body for 
extra-fast relief. 

















Famous 666 cold medicine comes in two 
ways .. . liquid or tablets. Same fast re- 
lief in both . . . so suit yourself, but try 
666 today. 
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fingers shook so I could hardly dial the 
number. 

“Betty Dalton!” Tony’s surprise made 
me doubly aware of the daring thing I'd 
done—and that he remembered me all 
right. “What’s on your mind, beautiful?” 
he said in that deep slow way he had. “I 
always called you the gal with the beauti- 
ful hair—know that?” 

‘|—wondered if you would like to go to 
Dotty Brian’s party with me Saturday— 
it’s a girl ask boy deal—” 

‘Why you want to take me?” he asked 
ind I had to think fast. 

‘Well—you know most of the kids that 
will be there,” I said. “Dotty’s parties are 
always fun—” 

“IT bet. Play postoffice and drink fruit 
punch!” 

[ heard Mama on the stairs and I said 
quick . you think of anything more 
exciting, Tony?” saying his name loud 
enough so she was sure to hear it. 

‘You'd be surprised, baby!” he said and 
something in the slow intimate way he 
rolled the words made a warm flush sweep 
over me. “But why wait till Saturday to 
get acquainted? I’m on my way now to 
Pete’s Polka Dot—want to come along and 
meet some of my friends? Ruby’ll be 


there 


started to say it was too late to be 
going any place—but I didn’t say it. In- 
stead I asked Tony, “Your cousin Ruby?” 
because Mama was still in the hall by her 
door. “Sure, it sounds like fun!” He said 
he’d be over in five minutes and I hung up 
the receiver, and waited for the fireworks. 
But all Mama said was, “I didn’t know you 
had a friend named Tony—” 
Tony Lee, Ruby’s cousin—you 
Ruby, Mama, they live down on 
River Road,” I hurried into my room and 
grabbed up my comb, “I asked him to 
Dotty’s party.” I said it fast while I raked 
the comb through my hair just as fast. 
“Ruby Lee? I thought you and Maggie 
didn’t—ceare for her?” she said and [ still 
waited for her to forbid me to go with 
Tony. | wanted her to say he wasn’t good 
enough for me—so I could ask her, how do 
you know how good I am? I could be the 
worse kind of a girl too! 

He’s on his way over now—we're going 
to Pete’s Polka Dot to get something to 
eat with the bunch,” I went on, all the time 
thinking. go ahead! Forbid me! Say he’s 
not from the right kind of family to go 
vith me! Me, Betty Dalton who could have 
ust any number of bums for ancestors— 


“sure 


KNOW 


my glass tube relative’s side! 
“You've fussed with Mike?” 
“Heck no,” I said, “but he’s been sort of 
I mean? 
fony’s more fun—he’s so—exciting!” I 
laid the comb down and added while I put 
on fresh lipstick, “Oh and Ma—if Maggie 
Joe call about the party—you explain 
bout me taking somebody else, okay?” 
nd when she didn’t answer I looked 
iround. She’d left the doorway. Then from 


drag lately—know what 
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her own room she called, “Don’t be very 
late dear—your Daddy always likes to 
have tea and talk with his two girls when 
he comes home, remember—” 


F IT WASN’T for hearing Tony toot out 
front right then, I’d have cried. Because 
all I could figure from her casual tone was 
that she didn’t care what I did, where I 
went, and I wondered then just how long 
she had really felt like this. How could I 
have been so stupid not to have noticed 
before today? Well, if you’ve been waiting 
for me to be a wild girl, a problem child, 
then you can stop waiting, | mumbled to 
myself while I hurried downstairs, and 
although I tried not to, I couldn’t entirely 
hold back the tears. Tony kept tooting 
while I stood by the door, drying my eyes 
before I went out. This was the first time 
in my life a boy had just sat and tooted 
out in front of the house. He had an old 
coupe all stripped down for “drag” races. 
Even the fenders were gone. Any other 
time I would have died rather than be 
seen in such a tin can! 

There was still just enough light from 
the street post for me to see Tony’s heavy- 
lidded dark eyes travel over me and stop 
at my breast. I was well-developed for 
my age and suddenly my sweater felt too 
tight and I tried to hunch in my shoulders 
while I got in beside him. 

“Hi, baby doll, I didn’t realize it was 
so late. Your folks don’t mind you going 
with me to Pete’s?” he said after we pulled 
away from the curb, and from his tone I 
knew he expected me to say yes, they did 
mind. 

“Why should they? I don’t pay any at- 
tention to what they say any more!” [| 
tried to laugh with the words. “I’m not a 
kid you know!” 

“You sure aren’t, baby!” he said. putting 
his arm around me and pulling me across 
the seat closer to him. “I always did think 
you were the cutest thing on wheels from 
the first time I saw you—’ Then he 
stopped, and turned to look right at me. 
“But I sort of had the notion you didn’t 
think I was good enough for you—that 
crowd of gals you go with act sort of 
snooty to Ruby—” 

“I—we just don’t have time to pal 
around much with anybody. And we take 
different courses from. Ruby, I guess that’s 
why we don’t see her too much.” I stumbled 
on all the words, and I knew darn well I 
wasn’t very convincing. It wasn’t because 
her mother never was married and didn’t 
care who knew it, that me and Maggie and 
our friends didn’t approve of Ruby Lee— 
it was just that every kid in school knew 
how she got all her costume jewelry and 
spending money. The boys didn’t keep 
secrets either, and it doesn’t take long to 
get around when a girl goes all the way 
on a date. 

*. . . but I shouldn’t stay out too late, 
Tony—school tomorrow,” I said. just to get 
my mind on something else. 


“Anything you say, baby doll—you’re 
the boss!” Tony said, patting me on the 
knee, ending with a little tighter squeeze, 
But the way he laughed, sort of soft and 
deep down, made me feel I was anything 
but the boss! 


T HE POLKA DOT was a cheap hole-in- 

the-wall sort of dive on Sixth Street 
where young people could make a lot of 
noise and didn’t have to spend much 
money. They served tall glasses of coke 
with lots of ice, so you could add your own 
“passion juice,” Tony explained. The 
minute [ stepped into the smoky, close- 
smelling room and heard the kind of music 
playing on the juke, I didn’t like it and I 
felt out of place. 

I recognized a couple of the girls from 
school, those that ran around with Ruby. 
They were loud and wore too much make- 
up and long dangling earrings like she did. 

“Hey kids, meet my girl friend, Betty!” 
Ruby cried the second she saw me with 
her cousin. Then she came over and put 
her arms around me while she introduced 
me to the entire room. I smelled liquor 
on her breath and she kept saying a lot 
of silly flattering things while she clung to 
me, and I was more embarrassed than ever. 
But every minute I’d get to thinking I had 
to get out of that place, I'd remember 
Mama’s casual, don’t be late dear—daddy 
will want to see his two girls, and I be- 
came more determined to stick it out. 

I pretended I was having fun. I let Tony 
swing me around the tiny bit of floor 
space allowed for dancing to the juke. I 
let him hold me too tight, knowing it was 
wrong, and I even laughed at the double- 
meaning, sometimes smutty remarks every- 
one made—but I was grateful for the dim 
light that hid my true feelings. 

Before long everybody was talking 
about going up to the cabin one of the 
Lee relatives owned at Eagle Crest, for a 
“real party.” and it was assumed I'd go 
along too, as Tony’s date. “You'll see what 
you’ve been missing. kid.” Ruby said. “We 
have real parties!” 

“Who’s chaperoning?” I asked, and the 
minute I said it she laughed and told every- 
one in the room, then she patted me on the 
cheek as if I was a dumb little kid and 
added. “Course there will be chaperones, 
honey—everybody’ll bring their own— 
their conscience!” I knew she and the 
rest were making fun of me. whispering 
and giggling about me being a “square,” 
but it didn’t bother me, didn’t hurt me at 
all—the hurt boiling inside of me was too 
great to leave room for anything else. 

I still don’t know what prompted me to 
do it, unless I unconsciously wanted to 
shock Maggie Botts—to shock someone by 
my actions—but while the others were or 
dering hamburgers to take and deciding 
who would ride with who, I went back to 
the phone booth and called Maggie. I told 
her I wouldn’t go to school tomorrow $0 
not to wait for me at the gate. 
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“ook honey, don’t let this thing ruin 
your life! ” she fairly begged. “Please don’t 
stay home—that’ll just make kids ask ques- 
tions. Did you talk to your Ma—ask her 
point blank?” 

“Oh- that’ s not why I won’t go to school 
tomorrow,” I said, trying to sound so un- 
concerned and sophisticated, “I’m on my 
way now to a party at Eagle Crest with 
Tony Lee, to that cabin Ruby used to talk 
F about. Heaven only knows what time we'll 
get back—maybe not till morning. Re- 
member how she bragged around about 
those parties!” I managed a thin little 
laugh and wanted to build it up some more, 
but Maggie stopped me. She said I'd better 
get home from wherever I was right that 
minute or she wouldn’t ever talk to me 
again, but I just said I'd see her later— 
not to worry—I wasn’t a baby. Then I 
hung up fast, because Tony was at the 
booth door. 

He arranged it so that nobody rede with 
lus, and outside before he started the motor 
he took me in his arms and kissed me. I 
didn’t do anything but just sit there and 
let him kiss me, until I felt his tongue on 
my mouth, then I pushed him away. 

“Hey—what’s the pitch, baby?” he 
asked. “One minute you’re all hot and 
bothered for me and the next minute you 
‘act like I got the plague!” 

“I—I’ve got a headache—all that smoke 
and noise in Pete’s.” I said. “Soon as we 
get driving itll go away— 

“Well, it better!” He shifted gears so 
hard they squeaked. “Sure you’re not just 
using me to make some guy jealous? I’m 
‘breaking a date to take you to Eagle Crest 
—a good date—so don’t me, 
baby!” 

Some of the kids honked their horns to 
get started, and Tony 
away from the curb and answering their 
toots, so I didn’t have to answer him. 

I was never in my life with a bunch that 
acted like these kids, and I was a little 
scared of the way they drove, what with 
blowing horns, aren to each other, pass- 
ing in and out of the lane, but at least it 
kept my mind off of the reason why I was 
here in the first place—and we made 
to the cabin in one piece. 

I hated that party from the minute it 
started. 

We hadn’t been inside and turned the 
lights on more than five minutes, when 
Mamie Ellis and a boy were locked in each 
other’s arms on the couch, and one couple 
took off down the hall, their arms around 
| each other. Ruby was helping mix drinks 
in the kitchen, and one was handed to me 
same as everybody else. I said I didn’t 
want it but Tony took it for me 
hugged me. “Sure she wants it,” he said. 
‘Come on, baby—drink up. The first ones 
are the hardest to get down—after that 
they flow pretty easy. Couple of these will 
take that starch out of you—put you in the 
Party mood!” 
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I was about to shove his hand and glass 
away, then I started remembering, and in- 
stead I took it and drank some of the high- 
ball. It tasted awful. but all that kept 
going in my head was, well, Mama—if you 
could see me now—you could stop wonder- 
ing how your experiment would turn out! 


I DON’T KNOW how long that party had 

been going on, or how many glasses I 
had sipped from between dances with Tony 

but all of a sudden I didn’t like the way 
I felt—I couldn’t make my hands and feet 
act right. But I had enough sense to know 
I should get to the bathroom and soak my 
face in cold water. I was halfway down the 
hall when Tony came up behind me and 
stopped me. 


“You looking for the making-love de- 
partment, honey?” he said, grabbing me 


around the waist and kissing me, different 
from how I’d ever been kissed before. 
“This place hasn’t too many rooms 
got to take our turn,” he mumbled against 
my throat, then he pulled my sweater out 
from my skirt band and his hands were 
all over my body and I tried to push him 
away but it was like trying to move the 
wall behind me. 

Something about the scared feeling I got 
at what his words implied, and the way he 
was acting, sobered me up with a jolt- 
sobered and angered me. 

“Stop it. Tony—you’re hurting me!” I 
got the words out when his wet mouth left 
mine for a second. The sudden disgust and 
loathing that swept over me made me sick 


we 


to my stomach, but I was scared, too. He 
acted so crazy. trying to get under my 


clothes. He just laughed at my pushing 
him, that deep-down kind of laugh he had 
that went with the sultry look in his eyes 


that made him seem lots older than 
eighteen—the look that made me feel un- 


dressed all the time. 
“Let’s not waste time fighting, baby.” he 


“Okay 


can stop 


said. 
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You’re my girl to- 


Now act like 


holding me against the wall. 
you 
playing hard to get. 
night- 
ar" 
“T’m not your girl! 
you! You smell like garlic 
cried and the second the words were out I 
I shouldn’t have said them. “Take 
me home, please—I want to go home—I 
don’t feel good—” I tried to make it sound 
like asking a favor, so he wouldn’t look at 
but it didn’t make any differ- 


you said so yourself, 


I don’t even like 
and beer!” I 


knew 


me so funny, 
ence to Tony. 


“But the party’s just getting a good 
start, honey.” he said, trying to hug me 


again. “If you’re a sweet girl you'll be at 
all our parties—with me—I’m going to 
make up for lost time.” He said other 


things. all about the same. while he hugged 
and kissed me but the more he talked and 
the more he tried to quiet me with flattery 
the soberer I got. 

I was to be in such a 


and promises, 
And the sorrier 
mess. 
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Those minutes, the only thing that 
mattered to me, was that I intended to 
stay a “nice girl.’ Mama had nothing to 
worry about along that line—I knew now I 
could never like drinking and smoking 
and letting boys fool around with me just 
for the fun of it. The only boy who would 
ever have me, the only boy I would ever 
want to make real love to me, would be 
Joe Keplen—and only after we got 
married. 

When Tony realized I wasn’t fooling in 
protests, all of a sudden his tactics 
changed. He got sullen, demanding, and 
his words came out in hard angry spurts. 

; . so—you’re one of that kind,” he 
aid, “I know the type—from the ‘right’ 
side of the tracks. Get on your high horse 

casionally to show your folks you're the 
boss. You go places with people you 
wouldn’t spit on any other time. Well— 
nobody treats Tony Lee that way—!” He 
lifted me off the floor and carried me into 
the bedroom another couple had just come 
If anybody ever tells you a boy 
can’t carry you against your will while you 
fight and struggle, don’t believe them. 
Tony wasn’t extra large, but he was strong 
at me and maybe the world in 
general—and full of liquor. He threw me 
on the bed and didn’t even bother to kick 
the door shut. I didn’t call out to the 
others to help me—I’d learned at the Polka 
Dot Tony Lee was head of the gang. 

Oh those next awful minutes of begging 
him to stop, to leave me alone—and of 
being so sorry I had done such a foolish 
thing as to come here. Then he unex- 
pectedly moved his position just enough 
for me to get a leg free— 

[ brought my knee up with one terrific 
jab and his howl of pain sputted me off 
that bed as if I was jet-propelled—he was 
doubled over on the bed when I got to the 
door. I ran to the kitchen and out the 
bac k door. 

[ practically crawled around through 
the bushes out to where the jalopies were 
parked, careful to keep my head down so 
[ couldn’t be seen. It was so dark, and I 
got scratched and my new skirt ripped 
ind I hurt all over from the struggling 
with Tony, but I knew I had to get down 
to the highway and the filling station tele- 
phone. I didn’t have my purse so I couldn’t 
take a bus home. 

[ didn’t have any idea what time it was, 
but Daddy always came in on the 10:50 
train. I knew I'd have to call home and 
tell them to come get me. Dear God, make 
be past 10:50, I prayed. Mama didn’t 
drive and I'd have to hide out until Daddy 
was home to bring the car. 


out ot 


ind mad 


\ HEN I GOT around front of the 

cabin, heading for the road, I saw the 
driveway with the motor 
running and the lights on. I ducked back 
into the shadows, afraid it might be Tony 
starting out to find me. Then I heard my 
father’s voice, loud and angry. “What do 
you mean she isn’t here?” he demanded 


car in the 
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from the small rickety porch, “get Tony 
Lee out here—now! Or I'll come in for 
him—!” I didn’t hear the answer he got 
because I was scrambling through the 
bushes to him. 

“Here I am, Daddy,” I practically whis- 
pered. Mama got out of the car the minute 
I passed in front of the car lights, and she 
put her arms around me tight as if she’d 
never let go of me again. 

“Come on, Bob,” she said, pulling my 
father’s arm. 

“Not until I find out what the hell 
Betty’s doing out here in the bushes. Hey 
—Tony! You coming out or do I come 
after you?” He yelled the last through 
the screen door—and I could have died 
right there. I guess because she was a 
woman, too, Mama must have known how 
I felt because she yanked harder on 
Daddy’s sleeve. 

“Please. Bob—let’s get out of here— 
a bunch of boys like Tony can be rough 
for one man to handle—” she said, half 
shoving Daddy towards the car. “I think 
it'd be better for Betty if we just left with- 
out any trouble.” and then without another 
word we all got in the car and drove off. I 
huddled in the corner of the seat and 
waited for them to say how they'd found 
out where I was. But without them saying 
so, I had the feeling Maggie had called 
and told on me—maybe it had been a pre- 
monition of some sort that made me call 
Maggie. Anyway, I knew I'd never bawl 
her out for tattling on me! 

Back at the house I ran up to my room 
and fell on the bed and cried the tears I'd 
held back so long. I was so miserable. so 
torn apart inside with different emotions. 
I wanted to hate Mama—and her husband. 
I wanted to get off the bed and pack my 
things and run away—do anything but 
face them again. And yet, I couldn’t forget 
the worried way they sounded and looked, 
the way Mama held me so tight against 
her pounding heart. I had to admit they 
were as concerned and worried about me 
as if I were their own child. 

After a while my door opened. 

“If you’ve got something on your mind, 
Betty—the only way to get rid of it is to 
talk it out,” Daddy said. “Otherwise it'll 
eat your heart out like a cancer—I know 
what it’s like!” He came over and sat 
beside me on the bed and held my hand. 
“Once I was a pretty miserable, mixed-up 
guy myself, kiddo—those months after I 
was exposed to radiation in the lab,” he 
went on. “I nearly wrecked two people’s 
lives—your mother’s and mine—before I 
got the courage to face my problem and 
conquer it with good sound logical advice. 
I had a big decision to make—and after 
I made it I was the happiest man in the 
world—the happiest and proudest father 
in the world—” 

I’d never heard him talk like that. He 
sounded as if he were crying deep down 
inside. In the next second I was in his 


arms, begging him to tell me it was all 
just a mistake, what I heard Aunt Rose 
and Mama say. “. .. you really are my 
father, aren’t you?” I cried. 

“I’m your father one hundred percent, 
in my heart, Betty baby,” he said, holding 
me tight against him like he used to do 
when I was little and got hurt. 

“Gosh, Daddy—I’ve been a real dope.’ 
I was practically laughing I was so happy. 
“T thought—I thought Mama and Aunt 
Rose were talking about me—that they 
said | came out of a glass tube—that | 
wasn’t your child at all . . .” I stopped, 
expecting him to laugh with me, to call me 
all kinds of a silly girl, but instead he took 
my arm and helped me up. 

“Come on,” he said, sounding so tired. 
“TI think we better go down and let your 
mother take it from here—” and I knew 
then, it was all the truth— 


? 


\ AMA WAS MAKING tea in the kitch- 

en. Her eyes were red and wet when 
she looked at me. “Betty—lI’ve pretended 
this day would never come, but now it’s 
here, 'm glad. Tonight at supper, I knew 
you'd found out somehow—and I should 
have talked to you then. But I wanted 
Daddy here with me—” she began, and [| 
fell into a chair at the table, suddenly so 
weak and wobbly in my legs I couldn't 
stand up. 

Those next minutes, I died a thousand 
times—and was reborn again. 

Mama and Daddy talked for about an 
hour. They stripped their hearts and souls 
bare while they told me about the time 
during the war when Daddy and _ three 
other men were exposed to radiation—one 
of the men since then died and two of 
them had illnesses as a result—Daddy was 
the only one who hadn’t been too exposed 
—but enough, he was told, so that he 
couldn’t father any children. I couldn't 
bear to look at Mama, to see the pain, the 
pleading for me to understand, that was 
in her eyes. They both talked to me as if 
I was an adult, capable of understanding— 
so I tried to understand—oh. how hard 
I tried! 

. read this, when you get time, 
Betty,” Mama pulled a newspaper clipping 
out of her apron pocket. “It was in yester- 
day’s paper and I saved it for your father. 
It tells how in time, with more and more 
use of artificial insemination, an entire 
race can be improved—to be more beauti- 
ful, healthy, intelligent—” she reached 
over and lifted my hair off my shoulders, 
then Daddy took up where she left off. 

“What you’ve got to understand, Betty,” 
he said, “is that doctors carefully screen 
each donor—only those with flawless 
heredity and health are accepted, and 
good features.” He smiled and a tightness 
came into my throat again, at the sweet, 
tender way he looked at me when he 
added, “Honestly now, honey, aren’t you 
glad you didn’t get this ugly puss of 
mine?” and I could have hugged him to 
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death. But I didn’t, because the thought 
nagged at me again, and I had to say it. 
“But why did you have just me? If it 
was such a good idea why didn’t you have 
half a dozen babies? Or were you dis- 
appointed in me—” I couldn’t say any- 
thing more. Mama busied herself with 
the tea cups, and Daddy put his arm 
around me and drew me against him. 

“Betty.” he said, his voice soft and full 
of tears with whatever he was remember- 
ing. “Your mother risked her life to have 
you-she almost died. She did it just to 
please me because she wanted you to be 
her own flesh and blood. That’s why you’ve 
always been so special to us—” 

“If I was so special why didn’t Mama 


* care what I did—or who I went with?” | 


cried, and then the words rushed out about 
how I felt when she didn’t seem to care if 
[| went out with Tony Lee. “And that hor- 
rible party!” I shuddered again. just 
thinking about it. 

“You'll understand just how much I did 
care, Betty.” Mama said, “When you're a 
mother too—” She came over and cupped 
her hands around my face, and all the 
warmth and tenderness I’d known for six- 
teen years, flowed between us again. “But 
just last week Maggie’s mother and I de- 
cided we'd always been too strict with you 
girls—that we didn’t give you enough free- 
dom or chance to think for yourselves. We 
wanted you to feel that your parents knew 
you were good girls. But tonight when 
Maggie called right after your Daddy got 
in—I realized I hadn’t handled Mrs. Botts’s 
idea just right—” and it may sound funny. 
but almost immediately I felt wonderful. 

And I guess it’s like that with a lot of 
things in life. Here Daddy and Mama had 
kept their secret from me all these years. 
But now that it was out in the open we 
just couldn’t stop talking about it—and 
with each minute it sounded more logical 
more plausible, as if it shouldn’t have been 
a secret in the first place! I felt more like 
their daughter then than I ever had before. 

I suppose there'll always be lots of 
babies in orphanages waiting to be adopted 
and bring happiness to childless couples. 
but that night, before I went to sleep. I 
said a prayer of thanks that there was also 
away doctors could help folk like mine 

Of course, I went to school the next 
morning, though I hadn’t had but a couple 
hours of sleep. I avoided Ruby and her 
gang—and they didn’t bother singling me 
out either—as if by mutual silent agree- 
ment, we each knew we’d better play in our 
own league. I couldn’t wait to find Maggie 
—I had so much to tell her. But before 
I could get started she said, ““Hey—what’s 
the big silly grin for?” and I couldn’t help 
but answer her. 

“I was just thinking how much luckier I 
am than you, honey chile. At least I 
wasn’t an accident—know what I mean?” 
And she had to laugh with me, because we 
were good friends and understood each 
other. THE END 
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‘Til Marry You In Hell’ 


(Continued from Page 29) 


people went there to drink and eat ham- 
burgers and dance to the juke box. A fel- 
low named Gus ran the place and he 
wasn’t careful about letting in minors. 
Most of the high school kids I knew went 
there to drink beer. 

The Moon Palace was my hideaway. I 
went there when it was hot and sticky and 
things were tough around home. I always 
went alone and I left alone. Of course, a 
girl alone in a bar gets a lot of attention, 
and | guess I kind of liked that part of 
it, too. But I was afraid of most of the men 
[ met there, and the boys didn’t really in- 
terest me. 

One fellow did give me a little trouble: 
Herman Greer. He was about forty years 
old and he always hung around, trying to 
hit on the young girls and telling lies 
about them when he couldn’t. That was 
what he had done to me, telling Big 
Ed things that weren’t so. And now I was 
listening to Big Ed tell Mama. 

“If you don’t know what to do with 
this girl, Sarah, I do,” he was saying. 
‘Just turn her over to me, I'll teach her 
some respect.” 

\ fine lot he knew about respect, drink- 
ing and cursing and whipping kids all the 
time 

‘Mary Elizabeth isn’t a bad girl,” Mo- 
ther sighed painfully. 

How do you know how bad she is?” 
Big Ed shot back. “How do you know 
what goes on when she’s hangin’ out down 
it that beer joint?” 

Things kept going around and around 
like that for another thirty minutes and I 
thought my head would split. When Big 
Ed did get through ranting and raving, I 
made a bee-line out of there for the Moon 
Palace. 

The Palace was sort of jumping that 
night, as it did most nights during the sum- 
mer. Some nights, during the winter, I 
could come in and know almost everybody 
in the place. But in the summer, there 
were always some strangers—people visit- 
ing friends in town, and older kids home 
irom college. 

[ found a seat at the counter and told 
Gus to give me a beer. That meant a quar- 
er spent out of the dollar and a-half I had 
saved by being careful with the grocery 
money. 

“Here, let me pay for that, sweetheart,” 
1 voice down the counter said. 

[ looked down and saw that it was Her- 
man Greer. Wordlessly I shoved my quar- 
ter to Gus. 

The juke box was going good and loud 
so I just sat and listened for about fifteen 
minutes, sipping my beer slowly to make 
it last. I never had more than one, but this 
night I was afraid I was going to need two. 

\ couple of fellows came over and tried 
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to get friendly, but I discouraged them 
pretty quickly. It seemed that fellows just 
couldn’t get used to the idea that a girl 
could want to come in and just have a 
drink like they did sometimes, without 
looking to be picked up. 

I was on that second bottle of beer when 
I heard a voice behind me ask: “Say, 
aren't you Mary Elizabeth what’s-her- 
name?” 

“No,” I said drily, “I’m Mary Elizabeth 
Watkins.” 

“That’s it,” the voice said enthusiastical- 
ly. “We were at Lincoln High School to- 
gether.” 

I turned around for the first time to see 
who was talking. Not that it made a great 
deal of difference. All of the boys that I 
had known in high school were drips. 

His face was almost golden. He was 
good-looking, with close-cropped hair. His 
clothes were Ivy League. He wasn’t the 
sort of boy you often saw around the 
Moon Palace. And the face was familiar. 

“Well, we weren’t exactly together.” he 
said, seeing I was trying to place him. 
“Actually I was about three years ahead 
of you. But I remember you. My name’s 
Bill Burton.” 

“Who wouldn’t remember a doll built 
like that,” another voice said, and for the 
first time I noticed the boy with Bill Bur- 
ton. He had the sort of look in his eye 
that I was used to seeing when boys looked 
at me. 

“What are you, an engineering inspec- 
tor?” I said curtly. 

“Ah; she got you that time,” Bill Bur- 
ton said, turning to his friend. 

“As long as you’re gonna remember 
him, you might as well remember me too.” 
the boy said. “I’m Joe Greenwood and I 
went to that same crummy high school.” 

“Tt’s a regular school reunion,” Bill Bur- 
ton said. “Let’s all have a drink and 
celebrate.” 

“No, thanks,” I said. 
limit.” 

The usual sort of argument followed, 
with the boys insisting and me saying no. 
When Bill Burton saw I wasn’t going to 
stay, he offered to drive me home. 

“It’s a short walk,” I said. 

“Then [ll walk you,” he said. 
looks like pretty wild territory.” 

“Up until tonight it’s been okay,” I an- 
swered, shooting Joe Greenwood a cold 
glance. 

“Okay,” Bill Burton said, heaving a 
sigh, “I give up.” 

“Good.” I said, and walked out. 


“T’ve had my 


“This 


OU OUGHT NOT to do things to 
peeve Ed,” Mama scolded the next 
morning. “He no more than got through 
talking about you hanging out at that sa- 


loon than what you took right off again.” 

“TI have to go somewhere, Mama,” I said, 
busily scooping up the breakfast dishes 
for washing. “I can’t spend the rest of 
my life right here in this house.” 

“Mary Elizabeth that’s no way to talk,” 
Mama said, with tears brimming up 
quickly in her eyes. “You know I’ve done 
the best I could by you children.” 

“T know, Mama,” I said. “But I’m 
eighteen years old now and I have to do 
some things and see some things for my. 
self.” 

If Mama had asked me what I meant by 
that, I couldn’t have explained it. All | 
knew was, there had to be more to life 
than just being cooped up in one house 
doing housework all the time, or listening 
to Big Ed argue. or drinking beer in the 
Moon Palace. There had to be more to 
life than that, but where was I going to 
find it? 

And then I thought about the boy—Bill 
Burton. Wasn’t that the way girls changed 
their whole lives, by finding somebody 
from a different town, a different world 
even, and marrying them. The way I had 
always acted, it would never happen to 
me because I slapped down every male 
who ever tried to get friendly. And why 
shouldn’t I be nice to a boy like Bill Bur. 
ton? I had remembered him after we got 
to talking that night in the Moon Palace. 
Although it hadn’t made much impression 
on me when I was in high school. most of 
the girls there were crazy about him. He 
was a basketball star and his father was an 
attorney, and they were pretty well off. 
Even now, as little as I knew about what 
was going on around town, I knew his 
father was just about the best-known 
lawyer there. And Bill Burton had been 
kind of nice. But a lot of good it did me 
to think of that now. I had goofed. 

As it turned out, though, I really hadn't, 
because two nights later I was back in the 
Moon Palace and Bill was there, too. He 
and Joe Greenwood had a couple of girls 
with them, and they looked like they were 
having a ball. 

I took a stool at the counter and ordered 
the usual. 

In a few minutes Bill Burton walked 
over to the counter and called to Gus: 
“Give me four more beers, and hit ’em.” 

Gus poured beer into four glasses be- 
hind the counter, then he reached down 
and brought up a whisky bottle and care- 
fully poured a shot glass full into each 
beer. I hadn’t seen that before. I looked 
up at Bill Burton, kind of puzzled, and he 
looked down and saw me eying him. 

“Hi,” he said, without too much en- 
thusiasm. 

“Hello.” I answered. When I saw he 
wasn’t going to say anything else, I said: 
“I guess I owe you an apology.” 

“For what?” he asked, sounding very 
nonchalant. 

“Well, you were trying to be friendly the 
other night, and I was kind of rude.” 

“Oh, really,” he said, looking past mé 





0 see ho 


beers. 

“Well, 

place li 
sasn’t pé 
are alway 

“Oh, r 
himself. 
‘ook the 
around,” 
directly 2 

“When 
away. 

He sto 
“What di 
“T aske 
would see 
He loo 
minute, r 
that nigh’ 
“Woulc 
asked fin 
“Are ye 
and then, 
the booth 
“And ar 
mind?” 
“Tr’s m 
“and you 
Then h 
another | 
Thad 4 
I got ove 
wood wa 
wasn’t th 
was nerve 
heing. 

I recog 
from sche 
know the 
her to me 

“Well. 
said in a 
I ignored 
body else 
sort of st 
up at me 

Billy p 
sipped m 
laughed | 
got up ar 
and T dic 
they cam 
held out 
arms wil 
danced ai 

“You’v 
night,” hi 

“T didr 

“You d 

“No, b 
to find o1 

Billy p 
didn’t say 

I turne 
Wood loo! 
a little “( 
of one hi 

We we 
music st 
drink an 
then we ¢ 












aid, 
shes 
: of 


Ik,” 


one 


lat 
nis 
wn 
en 
ne 





» see how Gus was coming along with the 


pers. 
) Well. a girl has to be kind of careful in 
p place like this,” I went on, seeing that he 
asn’t paying me much attention. “Guys 
bre always trying to pick you up in here.” 

“Oh, really.” he said again, repeating 
himself. He handed Gus two dollars and 
took the beers on a tray. “Well, see you 
around,” he said to me, without looking 
directly at me. 

“When?” I said quickly as he walked 
away. 

He stopped and turned back to me. 
“What did you say?” he asked. 

“| asked when,” I said. “You said you 
would see me around, and I asked when.” 

He looked at me carefully for a long 
minute, really seeing me for the first time 
that night. 

“Would you like to join my party?” he 
asked finally, smiling. 

“Are you sure you don’t mind?” I asked, 
and then, looking at the two girls over in 
the booth with Joe Greenwood, I added: 
“And are you sure your friends won’t 
mind?” 

“It’s my party.” he said with a wink, 
“and you’re my guest.” 

Then he turned to Gus and yelled: “Hit 
another beer for me. Gus.” 

[had a stomach full of butterflies when 
I got over to the booth where Joe Green- 
wood was sitting with the two girls. I 
wasn’t the party-crashing type. and now I 
was nervous realizing how forward I was 
heing. 

I recognized one of the girls as being 
from school. Her name was Rose. I didn’t 
know the other one, but Billy introduced 
her to me as Suzette. 

“Well. the party’s growing,” Suzette 
said in a tone I took to be strictly catty. 
I ignored her remark and so did every- 
body else. Joe Greenwood had a funny 
sort of smile on his face when he looked 
up at me. but I ignored that. too. 

Billy passed out the beers and I sat and 


i sipped mine quietly while everybody else 


laughed and talked. Then Billy and Joe 
got up and danced with Rose and Suzette. 
and I didn’t feel too hot about that until 
they came back to the booth and Billy 
held out his hand to me. I went into his 
ams without saying anything and we 
danced across the floor. 

“You’ve sure changed from the other 
night,” he said after a minute or so. 

“I didn’t know you then.” I said. 

“You don’t know me now.” he countered. 

“No, but this is the only way I can get 
to find out about you.” 

Billy pulled me closer into his arms and 
didn’t say anything. 

I turned my head and saw Joe Green- 
wood looking in our direction and making 
a little “O” with the thumb and forefinger 
of one hand. 

We went back to the table when the 
music stopped and had some more to 

tink and everybody danced again and 
then we drank some more. I wasn’t used to 





ENJOY 
STEADY PAY 
EVERY DAY 


AS A 
NURSE 





LEARN AT HOME IN ONLY 10 WEEKS 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE that can change OUR GRADUATES WRITE 

your whole life. You can enjoy security, in- «1 pave opened my “Your school is just 
dependence and freedom from money worries. own Nursing Home. wonderful and I 
You earn up to $65.00 a week as a Practical It is financially suc- _shall always recom- 


Nurse cessful. I am doing mend it highly to 
¢ the work I love.” my friends.” . 
YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IMPORTANT M. I. L., Ontario H. P., Connecticut 








. . » mature and older women are also des- 
perately needed. In just a few short weeks 







SEND TODAY FOR 














you should be able to accept your first cases. FREE Nurses Booklet 
BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the FREE and Lesson Samples 
complete information right now. There is no amenamenen’ 
cost or obligation and no salesman will call. lost GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING f 
You can make your decision to be a Nurse | 1 ‘ | 
in the privacy of your own home. We will 4 Room 17W21 — 131 S. Wabash, Chicago 3, Ill.4 
send you, without obligation, your FREE t i 
sample lesson pages, and your FREE folder —— | 
“Nursing Facts”. | Address | 
POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING I I 
Room 17W 21] —— 131 S$. Wabash, Chicago 3, Ill. henmceernerenanemmnnsentek ea 





FULL 1, Clana 





posses 












1313 W. Randolph St 
CHICAGO 7, ILL. 


for 
EVERYONE: 


7 to 17 
10 to 20 
14% to 24%, 


#1 






GUARANTEED 
WASHABLE! 






FOR IMMEDIATE DELIVERY—RUSH COUPON! 












































j PARADE FASHIONS, INC., Dept. 411 ! 
| 1313 W. Randolph St., Chicago 7, tilinois i 
Send me (Quan.)_ “Glamour Dress(es)’’ o 
#1 NYLON LACE PIN-DOT 1 proval. I'll pay postman $3.98 or (2 for $7.85) 8 COD 1 
Lavishly trimmed with gathered white Nylon i postage and Handling Charges. If not delighted. | may return 1 
embroidered lace, saucy scoop neck, self | them within 10 days f for full refund s | 
belt, side zipper, cap sleeves . . . finest iF I ‘orl 2 = : 
oS, ae aoe ' [ stvue | QUAN. | SIZES] Ist Color] 2nd Color] NOTE: i 
COLORS: Mint Green, Lilac or Navy with { = — 
white dots i # c c.o.o. | 
h 
#2 TWO-TONE GLAMOUR DRESS | Name (Print) pe | 
Solid bodice, strawberry printed full whirling ADDRESS APT. = payment | 
skirt, self belt, long back zipper . . . finest ! _——E——E a ans 39¢ l 
washable percale ] (10 CHECK of M O ENCL QOC OOD tor postage! | 
COLORS: Cherry Red, Green or Black ives Sei iarctabilaa ack teen ake ere 


71 























































Glamorous—Instantly — 






HAIR-DO'S .:: 


Humania has the hair-do you need... for the hair 
style you want...at a price that you can afford. 
ON MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE BASIS 
You hove choice of shades; black, off-block, dark-brown. 








BOB WIG—1460 
MissPersonality CONTE. Italian 
Attractive. Part cut WIG 6000. eienaulll Clus- 
either side or Very smart. Nat- ter curl. Covers 
enter 24.50 urallooking entire head. 
Mixed grey 29.50 part, ........29.75 Made extra 
Mixed arey 34.95 heavy. .... 10.95 

me Mixed grey 13.95 


No. 
50 













‘ 


. 





Half Wig. 3105 Braided Side Puffs 

Has curled bang No. 106, Two at- an aaa 
in front of nat- tractiveclusters P 

ural lookingpart. at the price of net. Only 2.75 
Covers entire one. .......... 3.95 Mixed grey 3.75 
head 17.50 Mixed grey 4.95 Compare the quality 
Mixed grey 22.50 and the low cost of Humania Hair Do’s, 


FRE Write today for 48 page HUMANIA 


NUMANIA HAIR CO 


hair styles. 
1-2 303 Fourth Ave.. New York 10, N. 


to WEEKEND WORK 


Tells 200 Ways You Can Ear 
$5.00 - $50.00 in Spare Time 
Rush your name and address for a 
FREE subscription to Opportunity 

Magazine—learn how you, like other 
men and women ‘everywhere, can turn 
your extra time into extra cash! Age 

education, experience unimpo. tng on Gets 





FREE issues pecked with offers. in 
tion, plans —t iN 
N. Dearborn, Dept. 267 grainy in. 


STEADY PROFITS 


takmyg orders for our hand-drawn 





EARN BIG 


CHARCOAL medium. You pay only $10 and get 
=e) $20, the regular price everywhere. 
RTRAI TS Mail $10 (refundable on our small 
quota plan) with a —— photo, (no 

snapshot) we will re unharmed 

in days. Show Bia portraits and 

you will get many orders. The 

— gift to close friends and love 





Satisfaction guaranteed. 


] _T.N. FRASER, 2610 Glenwood Rd., Bklyn. 10, N.Y. 


Do you want 














A HEAD OF HAIR 
that looks LOVELIER LONGER? 





3-Day Test 
_ For bait Triple Action with BERNEL'S HAIR C CREAM 


cream with triple action gives 
C ) rew softer luster with glowing 
highlights that even enhances the beauty 
g flowing hair. it contains loads of 
) AND RICH OILS to lubricate 


® 








DRY, BREAKING, FALLING-OFF, SPLIT Lanolie-Rich 4° 
EN HY SCALP. Excellent thin hair, ds 
temple. massaging-grooming aid. Keeps all erll 

types of hair lovelier longer. Has non- 

greasy effect. Giant family size $2.20. Reg- HAIR CREAM 
jlar size $1.10. If C.0.0. postage extra. 





ONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 


NELSON’S COSMETICS Dept. T-5 
Bex 104, G.P.0., New York 1, N.Y. 


72 








spiked beer, and pretty soon my head felt 
all light and woozy and everything that 
everybody said or did seemed very funny 
and I laughed a lot. 

Pretty soon I heard Billy whispering in 
my ear. “I’m going to take this bunch 
home. Wait here for me.” 

“T can’t stay out too late.” I told him. 

“Don’t worry, I won’t take long,” he 
said. 


SAT ALONE in the Moon Palace for 

what seemed like a pretty long time, 
and then guys started coming over and 
making passes at me and I knew I had to 
get out of there. I had decided that Billy 
wasn’t coming back anvway. 

T got up and left. realizing I was having 
a little trouble walking. The night air 
outside felt a little cool against my numb 
face. even though it was summer. I felt 
good. but at the same time a little de- 
pressed because I didn’t want to go home. 

Just as I started walking down the road, 
a car pulled up beside me. It was Billy. 

“Hey. running off from me.” he called 
out. opening the door for me. 

“TI thought you weren’t coming back,” I 
said. happy to see him. 

“Get in and we'll take a fast drive to 
cool off.” he said. 

The drive was fast—and short. Billy 
pulled the car off the road into a thickly 
wooded area after driving about ten min- 
utes. He shut off the lights and motor and 
reached for me. 

“T still don’t know you very well,” I said. 

“There’s no better way to get acquaint- 
ed,” he said. and suddenly his mouth was 
on mine. 

I was unresponsive to his kiss, and in a 
moment he sat back. looking at me but 
not saying anything. 

T thought about how it had always been 
with me and boys, how I always fought 
them off. And I thought about how dreary 
life was, and about Mama being sick and 
Big Ed cursing and me being all alone 
within myself. And when Billy pulled me 
to him again I kissed him hack hard. and 
then harder and harder. 

Tt was like all my troubles had rolled 
up in one big ball inside me at that mo- 
ment, and only Billy’s kisses could wash 
them away, and at last I couldn’t think or 
care or feel any hurt... 

I had a good case of the shakes after- 
wards. It was all like a fuzzy dream that I 
couldn’t remember, except I knew I had 
gone the limit with Billy. and I was scared. 

“What’s the matter. baby, are you 
cold?” Billy asked. slipping his arm about 
me. 

“Yes,” I whispered. snuggling close to 
his chest. 

He talked to me as we drove back to my 
house, but I hardly knew what he said, or 
what I said to him. 

“T’ll see you soon,” he said with a wink 
as he let me out of the car. 









For a moment I wanted him to kiss y 
again, but then I felt very frightened anj 
I turned and ran inside the house. 


AFTER THAT NIGHT I was on a roller 

coaster ride. Days were full of house 
work with the kids under foot and me try. 
ing to make Mama feel better. Then Big 
Ed would come home and things would 
prettv hellish around the house for ; 
couple of hours until he drank himself 
sleep. 

The nights were when I lived, when] 
was with Billy and sharing the wonderful 
new world of love. a world from which] 
had been shut out so long. and in whic 
T now tried to drown myself. 

I guess I was so wrapped up in my ow 
feelings that it took me weeks to see that 
things were not the same with Billy. If] 
missed seeing him for even a day IT wa 
terribly disappointed and I told him 
But he could stay away for a week ané 
never tell me he missed me. And while] 
was content to just be with him. T couldn} 
help but notice. as time passed. that ow 
being alone together. making love. was al. 
most the beginning and the end of our re 
lationship. 

We didn’t go to the Moon Palace any. 
more. nor did Billy take me anywher 
else. I didn’t meet any of his other friends, 
excevt Joe Greenwood occasionally. 

“Baby. you and I don’t need _ people’ 
Billy told me one night when I talked ti 
him about it. 

“We just need each other.” I said. 

“Sure.” he answered, pulling me to hin 
in the car. 

“Do we need each other enough to d 
what most people do when they’re it 
love?” 

“What do you mean by that?” he asked, 
looking at me expectantly. 

“Oh. they get married and buy houses 
and raise children.” trying to sound gay 
and joking. 

It was no joke to Billy. 

“Oh. great!” he exploded. “Me with: 
year to go in college and you having t0 
stay home and take care of that kooky 
family of yours you told me about and we 
should get married! Of all the dumb 
ideas—” 

“IT didn’t mean it like that!” I flared 
back, biting my lip as I felt hot tears wel 
up in my eyes. “And you don’t have to 
yell at me.” 

“All right. if you’re going temperamet 
tal on me I'll take you home.” he said 
angrily. 

“Look, I’m sorry,” I said as the tears be 
gan to roll down my cheeks. 

“Forget it.” Billy snapped. starting 4) 
the motor with a loud roar. 

We were back at my house in nothing 
flat. 

“See you,” he said, reaching over atl 
flipping open the door for me to get oUt 

Wordlessly I got out of the car and wet! 
in. 
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WAITED five days to hear from Billy 
again and didn’t. So I decided there 
yas nothing for me to do but apologize. 
jt had been such a pointless argument 


really. 
| went up to the Moon Palace that night 


Jind hung around, hoping he would show 


up. He didn’t. Three more nights went by 
the same way. That last night I walked 
wer to the phone booth and looked up the 
phone number for Atty. William Burton 
Sr. so I could call Billy at home, but I lost 
my nerve, 

Then. as another week went by, I was 
yorried for more reasons than one. I 
checked the calendar and prayed. 





FINALE 


To see you 
never 

again; to touch you 
never; 

to allow the wind of doubt 
to blow 
until 

no candle of our love remains; 

to speak to you 
never: 

to hear you whisper only 
goodby: 

to hear only the echo of 
farewell: 

to wear your last kiss 
like a scar 
forever . . 

is this my punishment 
for having dared 

to taste forbidden fruit? 
Must I die 

for having dared to live? 


—John D. Engle, Jr. 





Another week went by, and there was 
no question but that I Aad to call Billy. 

It was early afternoon and I knew that 
the Moon Palace would have just opened. 
I looked up the number for the Burton 
residence again and dialed the phone. 

A heavy male voice answered: “Attorney 
Burton.” 

“Hello,” I said, “may I speak with Billy 
please?” 

“Who’s calling?” Mr. Burton asked. 

I hesitated a moment. “Mary Eliza- 
beth,” I said finally. 

“One minute, please,” he said. 

Billy was a long time coming to the 
phone. When he did answer, his voice was 
hard and curt. 

“Okay, shoot,” he said. 

“Billy,” I said timidly, “I’ve missed 
you,” 

“Yeah. so what else is new?” he said 
quickly, 


“Well,” I hesitated, “there is a little 
something new.” 

There was silence on both ends for a 
long while. 

“Well,” he said bluntly. 

“T—I need to talk to you, Billy,” I man- 
aged. 

“You’re talking.” Billy said. 

“T can’t discuss it over the phone,” I 
said. 

“Look, what is this?” he demanded. 

“Billy—I—I’m in trouble.” 

He didn’t say anything for a long time. 

“Billy,” I said finally. “did you hear 
me?” 

“T heard you,” he said. “Look, uh, I'll 
meet you at the Moon Palace about eight 
o’clock tonight.” 

“All right,” I said. “Billy—” 

He had hung up. 


THOUGHT all the rest of that afternoon 

about what I would say to Billy that 
night. Actually. there wasn’t much more 
to be said, I had told him I was in trouble 
and he knew what that meant. Surely he 
would see now how pointless our argu- 
ment had been. And we were in love so 
why shouldn’t we figure out some way to 
get married? 

Eight o’clock finally dragged around 
and I was at the Moon Palace on time. 
Eight-fifteen. eight-thirty and finally a 
quarter to nine. Billy hadn’t made it. 

Five minutes later. Joe Greenwood 
walked in and came over to me. 

“Hi,” he said. “Billy is outside in the 
car. Come on.” 

I got into the front seat with Billy and 
Joe Greenwood got in the back. I couldn’t 
understand why Billy would have Joe there 
at a time like this. 

Billy drove off down the road about 
half a mile and then parked on a deserted 
street. 

“Okay.” he said, “what’s the pitch?” It 
was the first time he had spoken since I 
got in the car. 

I glanced nervously toward Joe Green- 
wood in the back seat. 

“T told you on the phone.” I whispered. 

“Yeah, yeah. So what do you want from 
me?” 

“Billy. shouldn’t we talk about this in 
private?” I asked softly. 

“We'll talk about it now.” he snapped. 

I didn’t know what to say. 

For a long while there was silence in 
the car, and then I could feel that I was 
about to cry. 

“We're going to have a baby.” I man- 
aged. 


“Correction,” Billy said sharply. 
“You're going to have a baby.” 

“All right.” I replied. “I am.” 

“And?” Billy prompted. 

“We'd better decide what to do,” I 
mumbled. 

“Why do we have to decide?” Billy 
asked. 
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Smant-Looking Clothes 


STUDY AT HOME—DEVELOP YOUR TALENT 


Whether you wish to make a career of dress design- 
ing or want only to gain the skill needed to create 
original styles for yourself and members of your family, 
the National School of Dress Design now offers you the 
oppersantey to acquire practical basic training which re- 
quires only spare time study at home. 

To those with aptitude, our interesting home study 
foundation Course in Fashion Designing, Fashion Sketch- 
ing, Pattern ane Cutting, and Fitting provides a 
sound fundamental background—a background which 
may open the door to an eventual fashion career, or add 
fascination, thrills, and zest, as well as increased skill, to 
the work of the homesewer or the dressmaker. 


A LEADING HOME STUDY FASHION SCHOOL 
Backed by years of experience, our training covers all 
essential phases of styling and costume designing. Basic 
principles are taught by the inspiring “learn-by-doing” 
method, step-by-step under the supervision of a qualified 
instructor who takes a real interest in your progress. 
FREE BOOKLET! MAIL COUPON TODAY! 

Clip and mail coupon below at once for 
valuable free booklet, “Adventures in 
Dress Design,” and full particulars. Sent 
postage prepaid without obligation. (No | 
Salesman Will Call.) 


NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN — 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3232, Chicago 14, Ill. ' 
WATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN, Dept. 3232 
835 Diversey Parkway, Chicago 14, Ill. 

Please send me FREE and postpaid your booklet, 
“Adventures in Dress Design,” and full particulars. This 
obligates me in no way. 

Name. 
Address 
City. 












Zone. State 
Accredited by National Home Study Council 








SHED YOUR 
DARK, COARSE 


SKIN | 


Amazing new Bleach & Glow Cream 
lightens, brightens skin for the most 
glamourous complexion you’ve ever 
seen! Amazing new Bleach & Glow 
Cream goes to work at once to bring 
you a soft, smooth, glowing skin. In just 
10 days see a lovely new, fascinating 
you! See ugly spots, blemishes, tiny 
lines disappear. Specially medicated to 
dry up blackheads, bumps, pimples, 
blemishes. Use as night cream or as 
ordinary foundation cream. Only $1.00 
on money back guarantee. Make haste! 
Order Bleach & Glow, ’ 

Box 2026, Memphis, 
‘Tennessee. 


BLEACH and GLOW 


MAIL NO-RISK COUPON NOW 


BLEACH & GLOW, Dept. 88-2 
P. O. Box 2026, Memphis, Tenn. 


Rush me Bleach & Glow on money back guarantee! 
oO I enclose $1.00 (includes tax and postage.) 
Send C.0.D. I will pay stman $1.00 on 
Oo delivery, plus postage and C.0.D. charges. 
(No C.0.D.'’s outside Continental U. 8. 
‘ANT c.0.D. 
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OVER 5'7’? 
Tall Fashions 


FIT YOU AS IF 
CUSTOM MADE! 


Tall girls! Why wear garments 
that don’t quite fit? World’s 
argest TALL size specialists 
er apparel made just right for 
priced no higher than 
regular misses’ sizes. Style 
shown is washable, drip-dry, 
ai!-cotton, Indian pattern print. 
Orange & green or red & tur- 
juoise on natural background, 
matching raffia belt. Sizes 
12 to 22. Others $3.59 to $25, 
izes 10 to 24. Also chic 
ouses, coats, shoes, sports- 
ear, lingerie. Pay-as-you-wear! 
Fes Girls Catalog’ free, no 

ligation. Paste coupon on 

stcard. Hurry, aichties 

ernie 


SEND FOR(| Wl 


FREE 


FASHION 
CATALOG 


Over Five-Seven Shops, Dept. T-69 
465 Fifth Ave., New York 17, N. Y. 
lover Five-Seven Shops, Dept. 1-69 1 
j 465 Fifth Ave., New York 17, N. Y. ] 
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Please send FREE Tali Fashion Catalog to: 
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ART = LEARN aT HOME ® enjoy glamorous 
areer or profitable hobby. Learn Commercial Art, 
oning, Fashion Art, Lettering, TV, etc. We 
ra he ne, in spare time. YO 22-pe. art —- 
nel xtra charge. LOW COST — only 20c 
da Wri te for Free Book describing Sw method. No aales- 
all. Washington School 7 het. Studio 2042 . 
(Estab. 1913) Tear this out. 





P; £ Car 


Port Washi ington, N. Y. 








BONGO BUY - - - - $3.95 


the first time in the history of the 
mus business, a wholesaler offers his 
product to the public at a price guaran- 
i to be below wholesale price. This is 
oy. The Bongo is guaranteed to be 
full size, hand made, goatskin head, set 
eI direct from the manufacturer’s 
representative to you. A limited quantity. 
Shipped anywhere in U.S. postpaid. Deal- 
ers welcome. 











Send cash, 
check, or money 
order to South- 
land Imports, 
Department T-1, 
747 3rd Avenue, 
San Diego 1, 
California. A 
$2.00 deposit re- 
quired on COD. 











STRANGE! 


Heard strange tales about 
mysterious looking Hands? 
Genuine Styrene Bone Black 
Cat on a unique Hand, with 
a Sterling Silver Horseshoe. 
Securely set in this curious 


uality extra 
Powerfully Magnetic Draw- 
ing Lodestones. Weird look- 
ing, a real Curio, treasured 
for it’s strange Symbolism! 
Here is a Golden chance 
to proudly own this very 
skillful creation! We be- 
lieve it’s what you want, get 
3.48 with a Lambskin Bag, 
Postpaid. ‘or C.0.D. "$3. ig & Postage. Money Back 
Guaranteed. Order rs Treasure it! Copyright "58— 
P. BUREAU CO., Box 41, 
Gen, P. Fa BROOKLYN, N. z. 
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“Billy, please,” I begged. “You know 
what I mean.” 

“Why me?” Billy said simply. “Why 
not a dozen other guys?” 

“Billy!” 

I couldn’t believe my ears. 

“That’s right, why not a dozen other 
guys. You don’t think I’m going to fall 
for this sucker line do you?” 

The tears were hot and overflowing in 
my eyes. 

“T know, I know.” he went on. “We had 
a good time—and now the ball is over and 
you think you can trap me.” 

“I’m not trying to trap you, Billy,” I 
cried. “I love you—I haven’t been with 
anybody else but you. I wouldn’t try to 
trick you into marrying me—” 

“Marry you!” Billy exploded. “I'll mar- 
ry you—I’ll marry you in hell!” 

Those were the last words I heard. My 
own sobbing and the pounding of my 
breaking heart mercifully blotted out the 
rest of his ugly words. 

Billy finally started up the car as I cried 
uncontrollably. 

“And in case you get any fancy ideas,” 
I heard him say finally, “remember that 
my father is the best lawyer in this town.” 

I wanted to die. I wanted to be struck 
dead then and there in that car. 

Billy pressed his foot heavily on the gas 
pedal, gathering speed as he drove back 
toward the Moon Palace. 

Suddenly. without even a forethought, 
I threw open the door and leaped. 


Y BODY ACHED from head to toe 

when I awoke. I was at home, in my 
own bed. Mama was there. and so were 
Little Jim and Marvin and Anna Sue. And 
there was a doctor. 

“She’s okay now. she’s coming around,” 
I heard the doctor say. “There are no 
broken bones, but plenty of cuts and 
bruises. It’s going to be pretty painful for 
her to move for several days.” 

There was more talk—about my “acci- 
dent”—and the doctor left sleeping pills 
and pretty soon I was asleep again. 

“How did it happen, Mary Elizabeth?” 
Mama asked when I awoke the next morn- 
ing. “Did you see the car that hit you?” 

“The—the what?” I asked. 

“A boy named Joe Greenwood brought 
you in. He said you must have been hit 
by a car near that Moon Palace. A hit- 
and-run driver.” Then she started to cry. 
“Oh, Mary Elizabeth. I begged you to stay 
away from that place. Big Ed said—” 

And she talked on and on. Now I knew 
what had happened. Billy didn’t have the 
nerve to do his own dirty work. He used 
Joe Greenwood. And they made up that 
story about me being hit by a car. 

I was too sore to move, and with the 
help of the pills the doctor left, I slept 
most of the day. 

That night Joe Greenwood came to the 





house. I hated the sight of him. 

“What are you doing here, checking y 
on me for your master?” I snarled. 

“No,” he said, with his head down. 4 
came on my own. I came to apologize,” 

“You make me sick,” I said. 

“You don’t know the half of it,” Jy 
Greenwood said. “I make me sick too, | 
guess it’s because I know it’s all my fay} 
I egged Billy on when he tried to x& 
friendly with you. I was playing \ 
Know-It-All, repeating gossip I hear 
from older guys like Herman Greer. Bo 
what a liar he is. I didn’t know until to 
late that you weren’t that kind of girl x 
all. And then Billy—well, he really like 
you, but he doesn’t want to be laughed x 
by people who would say he got taken i: 
by a girl from Elm Thicket. You knoy 
how it is with those people on the othe 
side of town. But when I saw the way k 
was treating you, I couldn’t keep qui¢ 
anymore.” 

Before I knew it I was crying again. | 
cried a lot. And Joe Greenwood left with 
out saying anymore. 


E CAME AROUND a lot after that, | 
was pretty mean to him at first, an( 
then I realized that, just like me, he hai 
made a mistake. I was sorry for mine, ani 
he was sorry for his. I would have to fo: 
give Joe if I expected forgiveness for my: 
self. 
Still, I didn’t want to be friends with 
him. But I couldn’t very well help it. kK 
came by so often and he was so nice 
Sometimes he would bring me things 
books to read or candy. And sometimes li 
would try to take me to movies and place: 
“I've got my own car now,” he sail 
proudly. “I’m going to work another yew 
before I go back to college.” 
Pretty soon I began to give in an( 
started going around with him. 
Then out of a clear blue sky one nigh! 
he asked me to marry him. We hada! 
even kissed or anything. 
“Why do you want to marry me, Joe?” 
asked, feeling a little hurt. “Are yoi 
still feeling sorry for me? Or are you tr 
ing to ease your guilt feelings? I don! 
need sympathy, you know. The ‘acciden! 
took care of the baby and—” 
“T don’t feel sorry for you and I don! 
feel guilty anymore and I don’t cat 
whether you’re going to have a baby 0 
What I do care about is you and what 

I feel inside. If you can love again, lov 
me.” 
. . That was a long time ago, and ! 
still don’t know the answer. I like Joe# 
lot. But love—I don’t know if I can, if! 
want to. I don’t know if I deserve som? 
sort of punishment for what I’ve done, ” 
even if I’ve done anything really wront 
But if I can love again, I'll make sutt 
it’s right. 


And maybe it will be Joe. THE END 
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65c at your drug counter, or send us 80c and we'll 
Send Duke to you by return mail 


SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS CO. 
1808 South Michigan Avenue 
Chicago 16, Illinois 












See How Easy 
It Is to Make 
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IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more money 
in full or spare time . . . as much 
as $40.00 in a day? Then mail the 
coupon below for your BIG FREE 
OUTFIT, containing scores of 
fine quality fabrics, sensational 
values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, and sport coats. 
Take orders from friends, neighbors, fellow-workers. Every 
man prefers better-fitting, better-looking made-to-measure 
clothes, and when you show the many beautiful, high quality 
fabrics—mention the low prices for made-to-measure fit and 
style—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take or- 
ders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in advance 
on every order, and build up a fine permanent income for 
yourself in spare time or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t need 
any experience to take orders. Everything is simply ex- 
plained for you to cash in on this wonderful opportunity. 
Just mail this coupon now for big, valuable outfit filled with 
fine fabrics and everything else you need to start, including 
plans to get your own suit without 1¢ cost. You'll say this is 
the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 
the coupon below TODAY! 


STONE-FIELD CORP. 


WITH 
WEARER’S 
NAME 


Y Embroidered 
on Special 
Label! 


Special extra fea- 

ture available— 

Wearer’s name can be em- 
broidered on silk label sewn 
right into garment—helps you 
make more sales. Everyone 
wants a personalized made-to- 
measure suit. FREE Sample 
Case includes Personalized 
Name Label information— | 
send coupon now—today! 
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YOUR OWN SUITS 
. WITHOUT 1¢ COST! 


we 
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Our plan makes it easy 

for you to get your own 
personal suits, topcoats 

and overcoats without pay- 
ing l¢e—in addition to your big 
cash earnings. Think of it! Not only 

do we start you on the road to making 

big money but we also make it easy for 

you to get your own clothes without paying one 

penny. No wonder thousands of men write enthusiastic 


letters of thanks. 

JUST MAIL COUPON You don't invest a pen 
ny of your money now 

or any time. You don’t pay money for samples, for 

outfits, or for your own suit under our remarkable 

plan. So do as other men have done—mail the coupon 

now. Don't send a penny. Just send us the coupon. 
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532 S. Throop St., Dept. $-964, Chicago 7, Ill. 
Pe SF Se SSeS SSS SSRs ese eeeeeseeeeg 
STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. S-964 £ 
532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 


Dear Sir: 1 WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO 
WEAR AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush De- 
tails, Valuable Suit Coupon, and Sample Kit with actual 
fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 











